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CHAPTER I. 

THE DYING man’s WILL. 

!N OT many miles above the present 

site of the village of Caughnawaga, 

there was, in 1777, a massive, exten¬ 

sive stone building, called at that time 

“ Van Kempen’s Castle.” It was 

reared upon the bluff bank of the Mo¬ 

hawk River ; and it did indeed resem¬ 

ble a castle, and in stormy times, of 

which there we're many in those days, 

it was used as such. 

In reality, however, and ordinarily, 

the structure was used as a fann-house, 

or rather, as a Manor house, for Ab¬ 

ram Van Kempcn, its owner and oc¬ 

cupant, was a wealthy and extensive 

landholder in that region, and many of 

his rich, luxuriant acres surround¬ 

ed his residence. From the vindow 

of hLs own domicil, he could see quite 

a village, composed of neat cottages, 

occupied by his tenants, and those who 

were more or less associated with his 

business and interests. 

This settlement which was, in#the 

first instance, merely an agriculturaJ 

one, did not fail to attract the atten¬ 

tion of the petty traders and speculrv 

tors, with which the country swarmed ; 

and soon after, the possessions of Van 

Kempen became noted for their neat¬ 

ness, extent, and productiveness, several 

‘‘stores” were located thereaway, and 

finally a church and a tavern were 

reared. 

All these circumstances contributed 

to make Van Kempen’s castle a place 

of considerable trade and notorietv.— 

The Valley of the Mohawk, was the 

most populous region of the colony of 

New York, if we except the region im¬ 

mediately contiguous to the great city. 

It was rich, also, in its agricultural 

products, and offered many induce¬ 

ments to adventurers. 

The house we have mentioned, was 

large, two stories high, and so heavy 

and solid was the masonry comprising 

it, that it could withstand the batter¬ 

ing of heavy artillery. The window's 

w'ere high, narrow, and shielded with 

strong iron bars, thickly set ; and the 

ponderous oak doors w'ere completely 
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filled with the huge iron spikes, and 

secured by locks of the most undoubt¬ 

ed construction. 

In addition to these formidable se¬ 

curities, a tall stone fence, of quarried 
granite, and covered with cement, sur¬ 

rounded the castle ; inclosing the gar- 

fleu, a tasty and well-trimmed park, a 

fruit orchard, and a yard that sloped 
towards the river, studded with little 

groves, and adorned with clumps of 

(lowering shrubs. 
The enclosures, within which the 

castle was situated, was entered by 
means of several gates, and they, like 

the doors of the dwelling, were streng¬ 

thened by every appliance that art 
and ingenuity could suggest. 

Abram Yan Kempen, the owner of 

the castle, and of the fair lands sur¬ 
rounding it, was, at the time this nar¬ 
rative opens, nearly sixty years of age, 
feeble, worn and emaciated. He had 
once possessed a strong iron constitu¬ 

tion, but he early made the acquisition 
of wealth the ruling object of his ex¬ 

istence, and toiled and studied beyond 

the powers of his endurance. Now, 
In the decline of life, in the room of en¬ 
joying a green old age, in which to par¬ 

take of the fruits of his labors, he was 

snfiering from palsied limbs, soured 
disposition, and the prospect of a 

speedy and unregretted departure from 
the scene of his greatness. 

We say unregretted departure, for 
Abram had not many friends, in fact, 

no real ones. He was always miserly, 

and never scrupled to resort to low, 

unmanly acts to forward his views ; and 

beside, this nature was ever cold, un¬ 

social, and morose. It may be easily 

seen, therefore, that nothing but inte^ 

est, the power of gold, could attach any 

one to his person or his fortunes 

Yan Kempen was married in early 

life to a young lady of the Massachu¬ 

setts colony, whose only dower was a 

beautiful person, a cultivated, sensitive 

mind, and a proud, but generous dis¬ 

position. From some cause that never 
was explained, the marriage proved un- 

happy, and the cruel and callous hus¬ 

band absolutely drove his wife from be¬ 

neath his roof. Where she went no 

one knew", and her fate had long since 

ceased to be a matter of discourse. 
If we except a large retinue of ser¬ 

vants, an inseparable attachment to the 

establishment of a Dutch settler in the 
region of the Mohawk, in the times in 

w"hich w"e walte, Yan Kempen’s family 

w"as small. It consisted of himself, a 
favorite nephew, Hans Yan Kempen, 
as he was called, a niece, the daughter 
of a deceased sister, her servant, or 
rather her waiting-maid, and demi- 
companion, a housekeeper, a matron of 

great experience, with a vinegar dis¬ 
position, as all housekeepers have, and 

the servants before alluded to. 
Hans Yan Kempen wms the constant 

companion of his uncle, and he was in 

every sense a kindred spirit. He was 
of a tall, slender build, with light grey 

eyes, hair of fiery red, a coarse, large 

mouth, an mveterate pug nose, and sal¬ 

low and sunken cheeks, and these fea¬ 
tures, added to an awkw^ard, shuffling 

gait, a sheepish and diffident manner, 

and a dread of society, made him appear 

like a changeling. 

Yet he was far from a fool—indeed 
so much so, that the knave predomiu 
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ated. He possessed as much low cun¬ 
ning as his uncle, was penurious to 
meanness, and was also endowed with 

no small share of com’age and daring. 

For many years he had resided with 

bis uncle. He had searched his char¬ 
acter, studied his foibles, espoused his 

prejudices, and in fact used every effort 

to secure his confidence, and he had 

succeeded to a charm. The rich land¬ 

holder was childless, so far as he k7iew 

or cared, and determined, therefore to 
make Hans his heir, and a representa¬ 
tive of a long lino of Yan Kempens, af¬ 
ter his demise. 

Yiola Fordham, the niece, was a 

most lovely girl, of some nineteen years, 

and she bloomed in the cheerless man¬ 
sion of her uncle and guardian, like a 
rose in the desert. She was eminently 
beautiful, with dark brown hair, hazel 

eyes of almost supernatural brightness, 
a fair, clear complexion, lips of the rich¬ 
est red, and teeth of dazzling whiteness. 
H^r form was large and full, but there 
was nothing of coarseness about it ; it 
was, in fact, most exquisitely moulded. 

The mother of Viola had married an 
English officer, who visited the country 
during the French war, and who, imme¬ 

diately after his union, returned with 

his bride to Europe. He continued to 
reside there until his death, which oc¬ 

curred a few years years after his mar¬ 
riage, and then his wife with her/ ly 

child, Yiola, returned to America'' the 
possessor of an extensive fortune, and 
took up her abode with her brother. 

After being comfortably settled at 
the castle, she devoted herself to the ed¬ 
ucation of her daughter, in whioh task 

•he labored continually until her death. 

which happened two years previous to 
the date of this tale. In her dying mo» 

ments she entrusted her child, and her 

immense fortune, to iht- care and custo¬ 
dy of her brother. 

Like most ot ihe men ol wealth and 
aristoc^-atic pretensions, Van Kem- 

pen was a Tory. He was a most bitter 

and virulent one too, and nothing but 

his age and his inlirmities prevented 
him from taking the field in his own 

person. He cursed the Whigs, as an 
unprincipled rabble, whose object wju 
the subversion of all order and govern¬ 

ment, that they might be enabled to 
plunder the rich and fortunate. 

Hans, of course, echoed the senti¬ 

ments of his uncle. His narrow mind 

could not comprehend the truth and no¬ 

bleness of patriotic principles, and he oft¬ 
en thought with delight upon a red coat, 

a tall plume, and the unrestrained privi¬ 
lege of murder and robbery amongst 

his Whig neighbors. Although he 

would undoubtedly have professed Whig 
principles, had his uncle taken the lead, 
yet, in this case, his sentiments and na¬ 
tural prejudices were in favor of the 
King. 

He already looked upon himself as the 
possessor of his uncle's wealth, and had 

more than once chalked out the course 
he should pursue, when he in fact took 
possession of his expected dower. 

Early one bright morning in April, 

the family of the castle were aroused 

from their slumbers by the appearance 
of unusual and very alarming symptoms 
in the rich old landholder. The family 

physician was immediately siunmoncd, 

and declared soon after his arrival, that 

the life of his patron could be prolonged 
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Dat a few days at farthest. This was 
appalling news to the miser, yet he was 

forced to credit it ; and, in order that 

all things might be prepared during his 

life, according to his wishes, he at once 

sent for a lawyer to arrange his will. 

Hans himself attended to this request. 

In ItTT, lawyers were not so much 
abundant as at the present day, and to 

procure one was often a matter of diffi¬ 
culty. Abram Yan Kempen was withal 

a man of notoriety, and he must needs 
have one of no small celebrity. Albany 
was the nearest point at which one could 

be procured, and to Albany Hans post¬ 
ed as fast as the limbs of a fleet horse 

could convey him. 

Arrived there, he was recommended 
to one Joliu Fozzle, whose qualifications 
seemed most likely to meet the emer¬ 
gency. 

Fozzle was every inch a lawyer, not 

only in professional keenness and sagaci¬ 
ty, but all his feelings, all his instincts 

—his ambition—his desires—his tal¬ 
ents, delighted in the mazes, the per¬ 

plexities, the schemings, the trickeries 
of litigation. 

He was some fity years of age, small 
in stature, yet possessing an eye and a 
mind that comprehended all the points 
and bearings of any matter presented to 
him, with the quickness of lightning.— 
In his management he was cool, quiet, 
and stealtliy, yet scarcely seeming to 
know his own, or his clerk’s situation. 

Fozzle accompanied Hans to Yan 
Kempen’s castle. In a little time after 
his arrival, he was seated b'.side the 
dyings man’s bed. 

The occasion that had called the at¬ 

torney to tlie place was alluded to by 

Abram. 
‘‘ I believe,” he said, faintly, ^^that 

these cursed Whigs (God forgive me 

for profanity) have not yet subverted 

the laws of the land, and as I have but 

a few moments to live, or rather, but a 

few days at farthest, I am desirous of 

disposing of my temporal matters. 

“ I suppose you desire a will of me ?” 
replied Fozzle. 

“ I do.” 

Parchment was forthwith produced, 
the writing implements, and after the 

preliminaries were all arranged, the at¬ 
torney said : 

“Now express your desires regard¬ 
ing your property, and I will incopor- 
ate them in this instrument.” 

“ It is an easy matter,” replied Yan 

Kempen ; “ excepting a few annuities, 
and some other trifling matters, I shall 

leave my effects to my nephew, Hans 
Yan Kempen.” 

“ Are you childless ?” asked Fozzle. 
Abram started. 

“lam.” 

“ Were you ever married ?” 
The sick man stared. 

“ Why do you ask me that P’ 
“It is important that I shoul(3 

know.” 

“ Yes, I was married.” 

“ And your wife is dead 
Abram hesitated, but finally an¬ 

swered : 
“ She is.” 
The wall was finally completed in due 

form. Fozzle had been informed that 
his client was wealthy, but the extent 

of his possessions, as they were enumer- 
ited, and dcsoiribed to him by Abram, 
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absolutely startled him. 
He could not help exclaiming, men¬ 

tally : 

‘‘ What an property I Every 
day increases its value. This Hans 

Van Kempen is truly fortunate.” 

“ I have another matter,” said Abram, 
after the will was signed, duly witness¬ 

ed, and the room cleared. 
‘‘ Mention it,” said Fozzle. 

“ When my sister died, some two 

years since, she made me the guardian 

appointed the guardian and agent 

his fair cousin, Viola Fordham. 

After receiving his fees, Fozzle re¬ 

sumed his journey home ; but before he 

left that delightful region of the country 

he resolved to spend a day or two at 
the little inn, in the settlement. 

In a few days after the departure,ot 
the attorney, Abram died. If there 

was not much grief exhibited at his 
funeral, there was much of pomp.,^- 

played, and the attendance was numer- 
*. 'll'- k 4 . 

of her daughter, who is now an inmate 

of my house. She also placed in my 
hands hei fortune, which is very large, 
and which she is totally unqualified to 
manage. In view of my present situa¬ 
tion, cannot I appoint a new guardian, 

and a new agent for the custody of the 

money ?” 
“ Of course.” 
“ Without her consent ?” 
“ She had better be consulted.” 

Is it absolutely necessary ?” 
“ Perhaps not.” 
“ But are you sure ?” 

“Yes ; quite sure.” 
“ 'Shfei I appoint Hans as her guar¬ 

dian and agent.” 
“ How old is your niece ?” 
“ Somewhere about nineteen.” 

“ When does she come into posses¬ 
sion of her property ?” 

“ When she marries.” 

“ And not before.” 

“ No.” 

“ And in case she never marries ?” 
“ It reverts to me and my heirs.” 
Fozzle smiled, but the sick man did 

not observe it. The matter was duly 

arranged, and Hans Van Kempen was 

ous. 
»j ■ * • • t i 

Hans Van Kempen at onne a^umed 
a new character. He was -cnddenly^ 
transformed into a great man—the 

great man of that rich region. 

He was the patron of the settlement 
of Van Kempen’s Castle, and the pos¬ 

sessor of immense wealth. 

CHAPTER II. 
/ 

THE FOUNDLING 

At the extreme eastern part of the set¬ 

tlement of Van Kempen^s Castle, shel¬ 
tered from the winds of the South and 
North, and fronting the sunny and 

genial south, was a long cottage of 

somewhat unusual dimensions, and 

which at once drew the attention of the 
passer by, on account of the superior 

neatness and taste everywhere display¬ 
ed about it. 

The windows and doors were trellis- 
sed with sweet vines, and a neat paling 

of pointed faggots completely enclosed 

it, protecting a small but luxurian 
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lawn from the depredations of strolling he had been christened by his self-con* 

cattle. At a little distance in the rear stitnted guardian by the name of Bryan 

was an ample vegetable garden, and Blonday. 

even this homely and neglected spot No one could pass a day at the set" 

bore ample traces of a refined and gen- tlement of Van Kempen’s Castle, with- 

' tle hand, for every spare space not ap- out the confident conviction that Bryan 
propriated to vegetables of the esculent Blonday was one of the most important 

kind, was carefully planted with flow- personages of the place, for either for 
^^ ^ . i 

ers, which, in their season, emitted a good or bad, for praise or censure, his 

delicious odor, and unfolded their gor¬ 

es' and variegated petals to the 

\i re,ys of the sun. 

The building itself was of superior 

j^c^maiiship and finish. It was com- 

pacilJhd ""iftinveniently arranged, and 
bore about it an air of superlative com¬ 

fort and contentment. Its very external 

seemed to speak of peace and plenty 

within. 
It was the residence of Edward 

Fielding, a somewhat aged man, who 
had long been in the service of Abram 
Van Kempen, as a field laborer. By 
his strict economy, his faithfulness, and 

the watchfulness that he displayed for 
his master’s interest, he had secured his 
confidence, and had been favored with 
many privileges. 

Fielding was a descendant of the pil¬ 
grims, and partook largely of their pe¬ 
culiar characteristics. He was deeply 

impressed with a love of Whig princi¬ 
ples, yet knowing the impotence of his 
influence, he had carefully concealed 

his sentiments from his employer. 
His family was composed of his wife, 

who occupied the cottage, a daughter, 
a blooming and modest maiden, the at¬ 
tendant of Viola Fordham at the Castle, 

and a youth of sopie nmeteen years, 

known in the neighborhood as the 

“ Foundling of the Mohawk,’^ though 

name was upon the tongue of every gos¬ 
sip, and every youth and maiden. 

Bryan was a remarkable young man, 
for though a boy in years, there was 

that in his precocious nature, such an 

air of nobleness in his carriage, such 

evidences of thought and intellect in 

his language, that he had become the 
companion of men, and one possessed 

of more than a usual share of influence 
also. 

When but a few months old. Field¬ 
ing discovered him, warmly clad, and 
safely bestowed in a box, upon the 

banks of tke river, near a place of his 
usual labor. The box also contained 
a small supply of clothing, a gold ring 

of peculiar formation, and a note ad¬ 
dressed to the honest laborer, in which 
he was requested to rear the child, 

name him Bryan Blonday, and retain 

the ring in some safe and secure place, 
until the infant was of an age to mingle 
in the world, and then to present it to 
him as the gift of his mother. 

This singular trust Fielding had 

most religiously fulfilled. He bore the 

child to his home, placed it under the 
charge of his excellent wife, and now 
that he had acquired the stature ot 

manhood, he felt that his affection conld 

not have been greater were he his own 

child. He had been scrupulously 
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trained and educated, and the seed had 
fallen upon good ground, and brought 

forth its hundred ^old. 
In the early timss of which we are 

talking, the means of procuring an ed¬ 
ucation were of difficult attainment.— 

Indeed, but very few enjoyed them, but 
fortune favored Bryan, for his protect¬ 
or proved a most competent instructor, 

and his mind was eaxly filled with solid 

and useful facts. At length Abram 
Yan Kempen was forced to procure a 

professed teacher for his nephew Hans, 
and Fielding prevailed upon his em¬ 

ployer to suffer the foundling to par¬ 
take of his instructional provisions. 

To this arrangement Abram consent¬ 

ed, as soon as he ascertained that it 
would be the occasion of no additional 

expense. 
For several years, therefore, Bryan 

was daily in attendance at the Castle. 
He soon became a favorite with the 
teacher, who chanced to be a man of 

excellent mind and principles, and wlio 
early discovered that his young pupil 
possessed talents of the highest order. 
He gave him every advantage in his 
power, and the result was that he made 
such proficiency as left Hans far in the 

background. 
This circumstance was eventually 

productive of much mischief, for it ex¬ 

cited the jealousy of Abram, and trans¬ 
formed Hans into a bitter and relent¬ 
less enemy. As the boys grew older, 
and as they approached manhood, 
another subject of contention arose, 
which will be explained in its proper 

course. 
As we have said, Bryan Blonday 

wPAi at thQ time of which we treat, some 

nineteen years of age. He was oi a 
slight figure, one that would at a first 

glance be called very slight; yet a care¬ 
ful observation would show that there 

was an abundance of full, well rounded 

muscle, and a true and classic symmetry 
of figure, denoting strength and agility. 

His features were handsome, and 

wore an expression of that keen and 
active mental energy of such vast utilK 

ty in times of excitement and danger*. 

Hia forehead was full, and broad, and 
rather high, the eye black and keen, 
and the mouth of that kind denoting 

firmness and decision. His hair was 
bright and sunny, and scarcely threw a 

shadow upon his pale cheek. 
There was an indescribable grace, 

purely national and easy, in all tht/ 

movements of the young man. There 

was none of the stiffness and awkward¬ 
ness usually observant in backwoods 

youth about him, but in any and every 

society he was graceful, cool and in¬ 
teresting. 

Such was Bryan Blonday in person, 

as near as we can describe him. He 
was equally as superior in mental eu- 
dowments. 

His courage amounted to absolute 

daring. From the first commencement 
of the quarrel between the mother land 
and the colonies, he had espoused the 
people’s cause, and although the great 

mass of people at Yan Kempen’s Castle 
were Tories, he had publicly and ear¬ 
nestly avowed his opinions. 

His opinions, and his fimmess in ex¬ 
pressing them, were secretly applauded 

by a few, among whom was his pro¬ 

tector and friend. Fielding, but during 

the life of Abr^m, it was a dangeroui 
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matter to be Known as a Whig, and 
the Tories were, thererefore, permitted 

to have it ali their own way. 

The taste displayed about Fielding’s 

cottage was Bryan’s work. He had 
erected the paling, he trained the 

vines, he trimmed the lawn, he planted 

and watered the flowers. From his 

^ earliest boyhood he had delighted in 
liis moral task, and his far-sighted 

guardian hailed with delight this un¬ 

mistakable evidence of the purity of his 
mind. 

For a year or two before the death 
of Mr. Yan Kempen, that wealthy man 

regarded Bryan with especial hatred. 
He had even desired Fielding to cast 

liim off, and turn him loose upon the 
world, alleging that he was a viper 

who V70uld eventually repay his kind¬ 
ness with a sting. Sometimes Fielding 

vrould allay his wrath by entreaties, 
and sometimes by an unyielding display 
of fiimness. 

The cause of this hatred was a par¬ 
tiality in the mind of his niece, Yiola 
Fordham, for the person of this Found¬ 
ling. For a long time Abaam had de¬ 

termined to unite her fortune with his 
own, by a marriage between her and 
Hans, Abram never thought or cared 

about the affections of the parties that 

he intended or desired thus to unite.— 
-He merely thought that in point of 
blood and property, Hans was the only 

person in that distant region worthy of 

her hand, and then he thought, too, 
that her fortune, consisting of the most 

part in ready money, would make an 

imposing and formidable addition to the 

power and influence of Ws nephew,-— 

He had often instructed Hans in his in¬ 
tentions. 

Yiola Fordham did love the Found¬ 

ling. It was notoriously the talk of 

the whole settlement, and not a man or 

woman could be found who wondered 

at it. Bryan was so handsome, so ac¬ 

complished, so bold, and evidently so 

much superior to his associates, that it 

could not be otherwise than that Yiola 
should love him. 

Yet no one deemed it to be other 

than a youthful, thoughtless passion, 

which every one experiences a hundred 

times in life. It merely seemed a na¬ 

tural and decided preference between 

playmates, that would leave no trace in 

after years. 

Ah I how frequently the world mis¬ 

judges. In fact they never look into 
philosophy, but jump at their conclu¬ 

sions under the influence of wishes or 
prejudices. 

Yiola Fordham did not love with a 
girlish passion. Under the excellent 
and judicious training of her mother, 
her mind was already matured, and she 
was a woman, in every acceptation of 

the teiTu. The society in which she 
lived, the scenery around her, the 
times, and the conditions of the com¬ 
munities, were also favorable to tho 

early development of mental powers. 
She loved Bryan Blonday with a 

truthful, earnest passion. Her whole 
soul, and her whole heart, were devot¬ 
ed to his welfare, and she was never so 
happy as when in his company. Since 

her uncle’s jealousy had been excited, 

her opportunities for meeting him were 
yery few ; hwt absence, in hercaije,had 
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only increased the depth and fervency 

of her attachment. 
There was a spice of romance in her 

disposition, indeed a large portion of 

this sanguine and ardent ingredient; 

and many of her happiest hours were 
s|jent in bright day-dreams, in which 

lier lover was the prominent feature, 
and the engrossing character. 

Bryan Blonday reciprocated this at¬ 

tachment. Indeed the boldness of 
his character, and "ttie almost fierce 

strength of hif^* powerful passions, 

caused him t^ .egard her with a feel¬ 
ing ir'is a near approach to idola- 
trv 

/or months his passion had been 

progressing from stage to stage, and at 
the time of Abram’s death, he did not 
move or think, unless her image was 
present to her mind. In strains of ear¬ 
nest and impassioned eloquence, he had 
informed of her of his feelings, and had 
not plead in vain, for evidences of their 
acceptability. With a feeling of burn¬ 
ing impatience, he was awaiting the ar¬ 

rival of a time when he could claim 
her hand as his own. 

The attempt to keep lovers apart, is 
in general, a useless one ; especially if 
they are of the determined and resolute 
class, as were Bryan and Yiola. The 
youth had been forbidden to visit Yan 

Kempen’s Castle, or the grounds in its 

vicinity, by the crusty Abram ; yet he 
had managed, by the assistance of one 
of the landholder’s servants, to commu¬ 
nicate occasionally with the object of 
bis adoration. When Abram payed 

the debt of nature, it seemed that for¬ 
tune had favored him, fo^ he did not 

doubt but all restrictions regarding his 

movements and his conduct would 

cease. 
In this, Bryan was destined to disap¬ 

pointment. Abram Yan Kempen had 

transmitted his hatreds and his jealous¬ 

ies, as well as his broad acres, and 

Hans was his sole heir. 
The nephew had determined to drive 

his poor and almost unfriended rival 

from the field. 
‘‘ I must bestir myself now,” said 

Hans, as he was sitting in his uncle’s 

usual room, a few days after the burial. 
“I am now the possessor of vast 

wealth ; aye, and the master of innu¬ 
merable vassals. It is in my power to 

crush this Bryan Blonday, this nameless 
foundling, who seems to be so unusual 

a favorite in this settlement. Without 
doubt, the poor fool thinks himself cer¬ 

tain of the love of my fair cousin, Yiola, 
because from unavoidable circumstances 

she has tolerated his presence. I am 
her guardian, now, and shall at once 
enter upon my duties !” 

Small minds always over-estimate 
their power and advantages. The com¬ 
placent Hans supposed that nothing 
could be easier for him, than to exe¬ 

cute what he had resolved upon. With 
him, wealth constituted might, right, 
and justice. 

“ I may as well,” he thought, pur¬ 
suing his his reflections, “ see her at 
once, and inform her of her uncle’s ar¬ 
rangements in regard to her.” 

And after summonmg a servant, he 

ordered Yiola to be informed of his de¬ 
sire for an interview. 

Yiola had not been ignorant of her 

uncle’s designs regarding herself and 

Hans. She knew that her marriage 
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with her doughty cousin had been a 

favoiite project with him ; it is not nec¬ 

essary to inform the reader, that she 
recoiled from such a prospect with dis¬ 

gust. Although she felt a proper in¬ 
terest in her cousin’s well-doing, she 

could not forbear contrasting his 

awkward and inferior appearance, and 

his narrow, sordid mind with the noble 

bearing, and generous impulses of 
Bryan. 

She felt that she would as soon wed 

an ogre as her cousin, Hans Yan Kem- 
pen. 

She obeyed the summons of the ser¬ 
vant, and hastened to meet Hans.— 
She had long desired an interview, for 
she knew nothing of her uncle’s ar¬ 

rangements iu regard to herself, and 
felt a natural anxiety upon that sub- 
iect. She supposed that Hans desir¬ 
ed to see her in relation to her own 

affairs. 
The new prodrietor of Van Kem- 

pen’s Castle, received her very gra¬ 
ciously, yet with a ludicrous digni¬ 
ty. He very politely conducted her 
to a seat, and assumed all the airs 
that could show him as the conscious 
proprietor of the establishment. 

Yiola knew her cousin’s character 
and was not surprised at his foolish¬ 
ness. She accepted the seat appointed 
to her, with becoming gravity, and 

then calmly awaited the commence¬ 

ment of the conversation. Hans did 

not keep her long in waiting. 

Of course,” he said, since tlie death 
of our uncle, there must be a new ad¬ 

ministration of affairs, and I suppose 

chat you desire to know something con¬ 

cerning them.” 

‘‘I do.” 

‘‘You know that your fortune, leit 
you by your mother, as well as the 

guardianship of your person, was en¬ 

trusted to him ?” 

To be sure.” 

‘‘Well, before his death, he was 

pleased to appoint me as the guardian 

in his place, and the money is also with 

me.” 

“ Indeed I and by what right did my 

uncle make these arrangements without 
luy consent ?” 

Yiola was alarmed. Besides, she 

was indignant. She saw, at once, the 
advantages that Hans would thus (^- 

tain over her, and she knew liim too 
well, not to fear him. 

“Oh !” said the neiDhew, coldly, “he 
had an undoubted right to do so, as the 

attorney informed him. Without 
doubt, he was influenced by a desire to 
bencTit you !” 

“ He ought, at least, to have con¬ 
sulted me.” 

“ True ; but I hope you do not feel 
dissatisfaction at the appointment he 

has made. I hope I need not assure 
you that I will, in all things, be gov¬ 

erned by your comfort and wishes.” 

Yiola knew not what reply to make. 
She teas dissatisfied, but upon a little 

reficction, §he deemed it to be most 

prudent to keep it to herself ; she there¬ 
fore said : 

“ 1 hope you will.” 

“ Of course I will 1” cried Hans, de 
liglited with her seeming passiveness 
“ You must know, Yiola, that you are 

very dear to me. We have long been 

members of the same family, and—iu— 
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of a trutTi, Viola, I—I feel as if It 
ought to be—a—on very friendly 

terms I” 
The rich blood mantled the girl’s 

cheek. This was approaching a vefy 
disagreeable subject, a subject that she 

dreaded. She did not like the expres¬ 

sion of her cousin’s countenance, either ; 

for, as far as it was capable of expres¬ 

sion, she saw that the hateful marriage 

project of her deceased uncle had met 

with favor at the hands of Hans. 

‘‘We shall be near enough,” she said 

hastily, “ yet I should have thought 

that my uncle would have entrusted me 
with my own affairs ; I am sure that I 
am now of sufficient age.” 

“ Of age enough, perhaps, but then 

you lack the judgment and experience 
necessary for its management.” 

“ Indeed I I can scarcely see wherein 

you have the advantage in respect to 
those qualifications.” 

“ You forgot that your sex disquali¬ 
fies you for the management of mone¬ 
tary affaire,” 

“ Then a woman should know noth¬ 
ing of her own business.” 

“ Not that, exactly ; but then, they 
should always have a guardian, a pro¬ 
tector, if you please I” 

And Hans attempted a smile. 

“ And always in bondage !” returned 
Viola. 

“ I hope, and indeed it is reasonable 
to hope, that yon, like all other of the 

women of our land, will select for your¬ 
self a guardian who shall also be a com- 
oanion,” continued Hans ; and with a 
sort of spasmodic motion he moved his 

>hair nearer to the shrinking girl, and 

attempted to look at her with an air 

of tenderness and regard, “I do, 
Viola ; I could wish ; nay, I do wish, 

that I might direct your choice.” 

“ Does that privilege pertain to your 

duty as guardian ?” asked the girl, 

with spirit. 

“ No, but it pertains to the—af— 

the lovt I entertain for you !” stam¬ 
mered Ilans, wiping the perspiration 
from his forehead. 

Here was an avowal ! Plain enough 

too. Hans was in the field. Viola’s 
worst fears were realised ! 

“ He does not love me,” she thought, 
“ he is incapable of love ; it is only his 

desire for more wealth, that induces 

his insincere avowal. I will treat him 
with the coldness he merits.” 

“ Is that not a good foundation 
upon which to base my wish ?” asked 
Hans, seeing that the did not imme¬ 
diately reply. 

“ This is no time for trifling ! I beg 
you would turn to some more agree¬ 
able subject I” 

“ Trifling I” repeated Hans slowly, 
and with emphasis ; “ I assure you 
that I was never more in earnest. Is 
it possible, Viola, that you do not 
know that I love you, and that it was 
the darling wish of our dear uncle that 
we sliould marry ?” 

The murder was at last out. Viola 

Fordham was not lacking in firmness 
or promptness. In a moment, she felt 
that it was better to meet the subject 
now than to defer it. 

“ That’s enougli !” she said, as if 

fearing a tirade of tenderness and pro¬ 

testations. “ Say no more. Let me 
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tell you, Hans, that event camnot take 

place 
Hans was astounded ! 

What could that foolish girl mean— 

to refuse him the Patroon of the manor 

of Yan Kempeids Castle, and that too 

without a moment’s reflection. She 
must be insane ! 

'‘You are hasty,” he said. “You 
need time for thought; all our interests 
point that way.” 

“I am not hasty,” replied Yiola ; 

“ I hope you will never refer t?o the 
subject again. I can never wed you ! ” 

“ Then I have been led into error,” 
Hans replied, not exactly compre¬ 
hending what he said. 

“It is not too late to get right, 
said Yiola, and with a somewhat 
distant adieu she left the room. 

Hans was beat. For a long time he 

vas incapable of connected thoughts, 
for his vanity, his confidence, and his 
love, of gold, were all wounded.— 
Finally, he struck his thigh a violent 
blow, and he exclaimed, with great 

energy :— 

“ I see it all ! It is that cursed 

foundling that obstructs my path.— 
I^ature has been more generous with 
him than with me, and Yiola loves 
him I Ah I can settle this matter. 
I am not to be foiled by this nameless 
adventurer that is indebted to charity 

for an existence. I know that wo¬ 
men are pleased with handsome men, 
and my cousin doubtless thinks that 
her wealth will answer for both. I 

will attend to this business in person. 
I will drive Bryan Blonday from the 
settlement, and then Yiola may recover 

her reason I” 

The young Patroon was fakly 

aroused. It was indeed ridiculous, if 
he, with all his wealth, was not a 
match for Bryan, especially in the 
matter of a lady’s hand. 

Yiola returned to her apartment, 
rejoicing that the interview had ter¬ 

minated. It seemed to her that all 

would be sunshine thenceforward, 
for Hans would think no more of her, 

as she had positively forbid all hope. 

This was a comfortable conclusion, 
but alas I a poor one. Hans Yan 

Kempen was no despicable emeny. 
A combination of interests, more 

than any promptings of generous or 

susceptible nature, caused him to love 
his cousin. 

CHAPTER III. 

THE SECRET WATCH. 

Early in the morning of the day 
mentioned in the last chapter, Bryan 
Blonday left his inviting bed, in the 

neat cottage of Fielding, and without 
an object, and reflecting upon the 

beauties of his mistress, strolled 

toward the more compact portion of 
the settlement. 

In his walk, he met Carl Knipper, 
the servant at the castle, and the one 

whom we have alluded to as Bryan’s 
confidant. 

Carl was a square-built, hardy¬ 
framed, red-faced, shrewd, generous 
hearted Dutchman, most devotedly 
attached to Blonday, and to the lovely 
Yiola Fordham. He knew of their 
mutual attachment, and by his ingen¬ 

uity and faithfulness had often enabled 

them to meet without the knowledge 
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of Abram He liad also been tbe 
bearer of many little notes between 
them ; and he very justly regarded 

himself as one deeply interested in 
Bryants welfare. 

Carl was considerably past fifty 

years of age, and a widower, yet he 
took a deep interest in all love inattci^. 

“ There is no impediment now,’^ he 

muttered : “ Yan Kempen the elder is 
bestowed in the grave, and Hans cares 
no more for his cousin than he does 
for his swine.” 

“ Good morning, Carl,” he cried to 
his friend, “Where away so early ?” 

“ Good morning. Master Bryan,” 
replied Carl, coming to a full halt, and 

removing a short, black pipe, his con¬ 
stant companion, from his mouth. “ I 

have been to the river to look after 
my lines!” 

“ And what luck, Carl ?” 
Donder! none at all,” 

Carl was a keen sportsman, and 
above all things delighted in Isaac 
Walton^s pastime. 

“Rather early for the fish, is it 
not?” Bryan observed, “You are 
not usually unfortunate.” 

“ It w early,” said Carl, “ but then 
the weather is unusually fine, and I 
desired to try my luck.” 

“ Carl,” said Bryan, earnestly, “ I 

am in need of your assistance once 
more. Can I count upon you ?” 

“ To be sure you can. Master Bry¬ 
an ; why do you ask me ?” 

“ I did not know but you had 

changed your views. These are^phang- 
ing times, Carl j didnT you know it ?” 

I shall never change in my friend¬ 

ship for you,” said Carl, with an im¬ 

pressive gesture. “ In what can I 
assist you ?” 

“ I desire to see Yiola.”*' 
Carl smiled. 

“ Will you inform lier ?” Bryan 

continued. “ Ask her to meet me in 

the little grove by the river bank, 
where we have met before. AVill you 
do me this favor ?” 

“ To be sure I w'ill.” 

‘ And can you let me know her 
determination ?” 

“ Yes. When shall she meet 
you ?” 

“ Oh I at night, when the moon is 
up.” 

“ Well, then, if you pass the north 

gate of the wall, and find a red cloth 
suspended from it, she will meet you.” 

“ The old signal ; eh, Carl ?” 

“ Yes, I have preserved it, though 
for the matter of that it has been but 
little in service lately. To tell you 

the truth, I was afraid you had desert¬ 
ed the pretty Yiola.” 

“ Pshaw ! Carl. Don’t you know 
that I never desert my friends. I am 

truer-hearted than that would seem.” 

“ I never doubted your heart,” said 
Carl ; “ but then you know love will 
not endure for ever, especially when it 
is always thwarted and opposed. I 
have tried it, IMaster Bryan.” 

“ Indeed !” said Bryan, turning to 

depart. “Don’t forget the signal, 
Carl, for I shall pass the north gate in 
the afternoon.” 

I will not forget it, if there is any 
occasion for it. Something unfore¬ 
seen by ns may prevent her comwaji* 
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Then hang out a white signal in¬ 

stead of a red one/^ said Bryan. In 

this way 1 shall avoid suspense and 
uncertainty.^^ 

“ A good idea!’’ cried Carl. ‘‘ I 

will do so.’^ 

And Bryan continued his walk to¬ 

wards the inn of Yan Kempen’s castle, 
and Carl Knipper walked leisurely to¬ 
ward Yan Kempen’s mansion. A 

smile wreathed his ruddy lips. 
“ All! my God,’^ he muttered, rev¬ 

erently closing his eyes, and elevating 
his hands ; “if my master, Hans, was 
a gentleman like that gallant Bryan, 

it would be a pleasure to serve him. 

Won’t he make a husband for the 

proud Yiola—proud and good ! 
The keeper of the tavern here spoken 

of, was another of Bryan’s friends.— 
Peter Schnapps, for that was the pub- 

Vcan’s name, was perfectly independent 
»f the Yan Kempen interest, for he 
was the owner of the house and lot, 
and, as was his pompous boast, owed 
no man a penny. Like Carl Knipper, 
he was a Dutchman, honest, obliging 
and careful, and in the pursuance of 
his vocation, was the possessor of a 
flourishing trade. He was a Whig, a 
firm and decided one, though, like 

many others, the force of circumstan¬ 
ces compelled him to be quiet. 

Bryan’s gentlemanly bearing, and 

above all his sentiments, and his elo¬ 
quent, bold, and such undisguised man¬ 

ner of asserting them, had strongly at¬ 
tached the inn-keeper to his interests : 
and he often swore most lustily, that 

the Foundling of the Mohawk, would 

'become the great man of the settle- 

Toward the inn, which was a com¬ 

modious double mansion, built of logs, 
Bryan pursued his walk, as we have 
said. His mind was full of Yiola 

Fordham, and the delights of his fu- 

nre interview, and he paid no atten¬ 

tion to his whereabouts until the voice 

of Peter Schnapps sounded in his ears. 
Then he turned and saw the publican 
standing in the door of the inn. 

“ Are you the man to pass your old 

friends without a word, Bryan Blon- 
day,” Peter cried. 

Thus addressed, Bryan shook off his 

reverie, and said: 

“ Indeed, good Peter, I had forgot¬ 
ten myself. I had intended to visit 
you, but was about passing your door 
so intent was I in thinking of other 

matters.” 

“ Well, come in then. I have wish¬ 

ed for you many a time these few days 
past, for a strange gentleman has 
made a great many inquiries about 
you—a very great many.” 

“ A strange gentleman ?” said Bry 

an. “ Who could it be, Peter? • 

am sure that I am not known out 
the settlement.” 

“ He was an attorney,” said Peter , 
“ a curious man, indeed. He had 
been to visit the will of old Yan Kem¬ 
pen I” 

“ Did you learn his name ?” 

“ Fozzle.” 

“And what did he want of me^” 
“ Come in, and then I will tell you 

all.” 

Bryan entered the inn, and seated 

himself. Peter also took a chair, and 

when he had composed hifl limbs to bis 
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likmg, he said declined, saying that lie should hare 

You see, after this lawyer had another opportunity Ijcfore long.” 
made old Abram’s will, he came down 
tO my house, and stayed several days. 

He was the most inquisitive man I 
ever knew. He almost blinded me 

with questions. He wanted the histo¬ 
ry of eveiy man in the place, and wo¬ 
man too. He gleaned all the particu¬ 

lars of Yan Kempen’s marriage, and 
finally desired a full history of your 
own life.” 

“ But how knew he aught of me?” 
asked Bryan, with some considerable 
trepidation. 

“ Oh, you were spoken of as a great 
Whig, and the only one in the settle¬ 

ment w^ho dare oppose the Yan Kem- 
pens. After he had heard this, he in¬ 
quired all about you I” 

“ Was he a Y^hig ?” 
“ That’s what no one could discover, 

but I believe he was.” 
“ Where is he now ?” 

Returned to Albany ; but he will 

be here again in a few days.” 
“ And for what object?” 
“ He says he designs to settle in 

this region. 
“ He must be a singular man.” 

“ Didn’t I say that he was ? He is 
a keen one though, I warrant you. If 
it should turn out that he was a Whig, 

he would be a great help to us in this 

Tory region.” 
“ True. Y^hen he does return, in¬ 

form me of it. I am at loss to know 
in what way he can be interested in 

me.” 
I will let you know, indeed I will,” 

cried Schnapps. I persuaded him to 

go to the cottage and see yon, but he 

As Peter had unfolded his budget, 

Bryan returned to the cottage for his 

breakfast. During the meal ho was 

silent and thoughtful, his mind being 
filled with speculations regarding the 
stranger. 

It was a long and tedious morning 

to Bryan, notwithstanding the beauties 
that surrounded him. The winter, 
long and gloomy in these latitudes, had 
disappeared, and bright and balmy 
spring had asserted its domain. The 
hues of early vegetation were emitting 

their fragrant perfume, the waters 

glanced brightly in the sun, and the 
birds of that clime had returned to 
their wonted haunts. 

Will she meet me?” 

This question he asked himself a 
thousand times. 

“ Will she meet me ?” 

And he would watch the sun, and 

exclaim against the tardiness of his 
movements. 

He was restless, irritable and dis¬ 
contented. He moved from place to 
place without an object, but no sooner 

had he gained a position, tlian he de¬ 
sired another. 

No situation is perliaps so unpleas¬ 
ant as an ardent lover waiting for an 
interview with the idol of his heart. 

The sun eventually declined west 

ward. With eager steps Bryan 
bounded from the little lawn, and hast¬ 

ened toward the northern wall of the 
castle fence. As soon as he could dis¬ 

cover the gate, he saw that a red 
cloth was fluttering from a post. 
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He clasped liis hands, and exclaim¬ 

ed : 
She will meet me \’^ 

This was a delightful relief to his 

excited feelings. 

She will meet me, and I am 

happy 
And he returned to his home, to 

await the further flight of time in the 

solitude of his own chamber, His 
head was so full of rejoicing, that he 

could not tolerate society. 
Seated at the little table by his bed¬ 

side, he amused himself, and whiled 
away his time in examining the little 
keepsakes that Viola had given him, 
and in re-reading her billets, which he 

had already perused a thousand times. 

After all, he was able to discover new 

beauties in both the language and chi- 

rngraphy. 
Soon after Bryan had quitted the 

north wall, Hans Van Kempen emer¬ 

ged from the gate, intent upon a stroll 
beside the river. Like Bryan Blon- 

day, he too, was in love I 
The heart of the Patroon was agita¬ 

ted by several passions. He was a lit¬ 
tle sad, some angry, and immensely 

•ealous. 
His eye caught the red cloth. 
“ What the devil does this mean I” 

3ried he, gazing at it. 
It perplexed him sorely. Any lit¬ 

tle incident in the least mysterious will 

aggravate a jealous man. 
“ I see,^^ he said after a little reflec¬ 

tion. Some d—d Whig has placed 
it there as a mark of contempt for 

the flag of England. I have it, it is 
the work af tho^t rascal, Bryan Blon* 

day P 

Of course, let the mischief be what 
it may, a jealous man always attributes 
it to his rival. 

With very unaniiable feelings Hans 

Yan Kempen took the cloth from the 

gate, and as he was rending it into 
innumerable shreds, he exclaimed : 

“ Ah I that cursed Bryan Blonday 1 

Would that I could tear his heart in 

the same manner 

After the signal was demolished, the 
rage of the Patroon cooled. He 
threw the fragments upon the ground, 
and then pursued his walk. 

A 

Hans indulged in a long reflection 

upon the banks of the river. He re¬ 
solved in his mind a hundred plans for 
the removal of his rival, but none of 
them seemed likely to effect his pur¬ 

poses. 

‘‘ Curse him he exclaimed, “ but 
for his handsome face, and bold ad¬ 

dress, Viola Fordham would be mine 
without an effort. Aye ! and so would 

her fortune.^^ 

Hans turned to go home. As he 
approached the gate, he saw the frag¬ 
ments of the signal npon the ground, 

and .once more his thoughts reverted 
to it, and the manner in which he di<i 

covered it. 

It is mysterious,” he muttered.— 

If any one had desired to insult me, 

they would have placed the emblem 
where I would most likely discover it. 
This rag might nave fluttered unob¬ 
served a hundred years, but for the 
merest accident. What can it mean ?” 

And in a moment the Patroon was 

seated upon the grass in a brown 
study. 
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I haTO it he cried at length, 

.ompingup under the influence of some 
powerful excitement. ‘‘ I have them 

now I By G—d it is a signal! Ifll 
sift this matter to the bottom!’^ 

And Hans opened the gate, and ran 
up the yard like a furious madman. 

Near the entrance to the mans’on 

he discovered Carl Knipper. He in¬ 
stantaneously halted and called him. 

Cai’l Knipper, come hither, 

Carl slowly approached. 
‘‘ Listen to me,’^ said Hans endeav¬ 

oring to appear calm. ‘‘Tell me the 
truth, too, if you value your ears.’^ 

Carl was as calm as a moonbeam. 
“ Do you know aught of a red cloth 

append^ }d to a gate 

Carl was cool. Not a muscle moved. 
“ Yes,” he answered promptly. 
“ What does it mean ? Who placed 

't there ?” 

“ I did,” replied Carl. 
“ For what purpose ?” 
“Asa signal.” 

“ Well, go on 1 What the devil do 
you stop for 1” exclaimed Hans, almost 
bursting with impatience. 

“ As a signal for Peter Schnapps,” 
answered the servant, who had only 
hesitated in order to think of an ex¬ 
cuse, 

“And what are you exchanging sig¬ 
nals with Peter Schnapps for ?” 

“ To tell hmi that I would go on a 
fishing voyage to-night, answered Carl. 

“The devil!” exclaimed Hans, and 
retreated to his own room, fully be¬ 

lieving the assertion of his servant. 
Carl was a diplomatist. He had 

lied lustily, but he had lied in charac¬ 
ter, and ho succeeded. 

“ More moonshine after all,” ex¬ 

claimed Hans, throwing himself intn 
a great chair, that had been hisimcle^s 

favorite. “ Oh ! if it had been the 

work of that Bryan, or a signal be¬ 
tween him and Viola, it should harvm 
cost his life.” 

And this reflection consoled the Pa 

trooii. 

“ I will watch Viola,” he exclaimed. 

In the most silent and secret man¬ 

ner I will keep a strict watch upon all 

her movements. Let me once detect 

her in a correspondence with the 
Foundling, and by the God that made 
me, it shall fare ill with her.” 

Carl returned to the kitchen imme¬ 
diately after the dcjiarture of his mas¬ 
ter, and with the society of his short 

black pipe, he chuckled over the suc¬ 
cess of his falsehood. 

“It will do,” Carl would mutter. 

“ Let the poor young people meet. It 
is not right for IMaster Hans to inter¬ 
fere.” 

The first beams of the bright April 

moon found Bryan Blonday seated in 
the little grove where he had appomted 

to meet Viola. A few feet from him 
flowed the tranquil river, soothing the 
excitement of his mind by its low and 
gentle murmur. 

“ She will come,” he thought, “ Vi¬ 
ola is true to her word. A few mo¬ 

ments more and she will be beside 
me.” 

But Bryan was kept a long time in 

waiting. Indeed, his patience was 
most severely tried, and once or twice 

nopes entirely deserted him. Then he 

would remember the earnestness of 
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Yiola’s love, and his spirits would at 
once rise, and he exclaim : 

She will be herel I would risk 
I 

my life upon her faithfulness.’’ 

It was a long time before Viola 

could leave the precincts of the Castle 

unobserved. The housekeeper must 

be avoided, the servants shimned, and 

a dozen little perplexities surmounted, 

but at last she avoided them all, and 

closely muffled in her shawl, she trip¬ 

ped lightly down the lawn, towa.id the 

northern gate. 

The faithful Carl was there to let 
her out. 

“Now I will remain here,” he said, 
“ until you return. If there is any¬ 
thing occurring I will whistle, and 
then you must remain within the shel¬ 

ter of the grove, and on no account 

make your appearance. You can ea¬ 

sily hear me.” 

Viola thanked the faithful old man 
for his ingenuity, and then hastened 

toward the grove. Bryan heard her 

light and rapid footfall, and the blood 
rushed swiftly through his veins. 

“ I was right,” he thought. “ Viola 

is coming.” 
In a few moments she was folded in 

his arms! 

“ Ah! dearest,” exclaimed Bryan, 
when his excitement had somewhat 

subsided, “ this is indeed a blis and a 

faitlifulness that more completely cu- 

dears you to me. When shall wc. 
meet thus, to part no more whilst life 
remains ?” 

“Alas!” said Viola, I know not.” 
“ But surely,” urged Bryan some¬ 

what vehemently, “ the death of your 

uncle has left you free to ae^ as yoi 

choose ?” 
“ No.” 

“ And why.” 

“ He has appointed another guar¬ 

dian.” 

The countenance of the youth fell. 
“ Isit possible,” he exclaimed, “ the 

malignity of that man will pursue me 

after his death!” 

“ Alas!” said Viola, “ I am nomorj 

my own master now than during his 

life.” 
“ But who is your new guardian ?” 

“ Hans, my cousin.” 

“ Great God!” exclaimed Bryan. 

“ But why do I speak. He could 

not legally depute the trust confided 
by your mother to him. It is but a 

mockery, and of no obligation what¬ 

ever.” 

“ But Hans avers to the contra 

“ Hans lies!” cried the youth. “ It 

cannot be. It is but a device of his 
own, and for his own purposes. Be¬ 
lieve him not but trust to me, I will 

not deceive you.” 

“ But you may be deceived your¬ 

self.” 

“ Impossible. I know that I am 

right.” 

“ Would that it were so,” replied 

Viola. “ I dread the power of my 

cousin Hans, and he has already pro¬ 

posed himself as my husband. I trust, 

however, that he will no further urge 

his suit. 

Bryan was alarmed. He thought 

of the wealth of the young Patroon, 

of his powerful interest, and he knew 

him to be most unscrupulous. He 
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gazed into the face of his mistress 

with a sorrowful exprestion. He was 
truly despondent*. 

Why are'you so sad asked Vi¬ 
ola. 

“ Have I not enough to make me 
sad said Bryan. “In wealth and 

power I am no match for your cousin, 

and if he has earnestly proposed to 

you. you may rest assured that he will 
not tamely give you up.’^ 

“ But dearest, I promptly and de¬ 
terminedly refused him. I told him 
that our union could never take place.” 

“No matter for that, it will only 

stimulate his efforts. Hans hates me. 
He will pursue you in order to pain 
me, if for no other reason. ' I know 

him, and am confident that he will en¬ 

deavor to compel you to the alliance 
that he desires. He does not care for 
your love. He only desires success 
and the possession of your wealth.” 

“But surely, Bryan, you do not 

distrust me I Ho you suppose that I 
can be forced to wed a man I dislike ? 

Hans Yan Kempen does not attempt 
the thing I” 

Bryan was about to re23ly, but a 
shrill whistle from the gate attracted 
his attention. 

“ There is danger abroad I” ex¬ 
claimed Yiola, in alarm. “It is the 
signal of the faithful Carl Knipperl” 

‘‘ What danger ? asked Bryan. 

“ Something that requires caution 
at our hands. Let us remove farther 
within the shadow of the grove!” 

Bryan complied with the request, 
and the lovers seated themselves upon 
the very hfink of the river bank. 

CHAPTER lY 

STAR GAZING. 

Mrs. Naomi Billioos, a maiden 
lady of some fifty long, unmarried, and 

unwooed years, was the housekeeper, 
or general superintendant of the fe¬ 
male department of Yan Kempen’s 

castle. She had been inducted by 
Abram, and the kitchen sceptre duly 
placed into her hands, several years 

before this period, and for a long time 

the neighbors and servants supposed 
her to be the very goodness of good 
nature, afiability and kindness. She 

was a prudent, careful manager, and 
very attentive to the wants and inter¬ 
ests of her employer. 

Uhe fa^t was, the old damsel was 
making a most desperate effort to en¬ 
trap Abram in the net matrimonial, 

and the virtues that she practiced, 
were only assumed for her especial 
purposes. 

I here is no parallel to the persever¬ 
ance and patience of an old maid, 
whose hook is baited for a matrimo¬ 
nial victim! No art, that promises 
the most faint hopes of success, is neg¬ 
lected ; no means, however unscrupu¬ 

lous or indelicate, are passed over. 
Night and day, morning and evening, 
the brain is racked, and the ingenuity 
strained, to ensure success. 

But even the patience of an old 
maid cannot endure forever. Naomi 
Billions exhausted all the arts known 

to women of her class, and eqen in¬ 
vented new ones—but it was useless. 
Abram V an Kempen, the ungrateful 
dog, was both blind and deaf to all 

hei excelleucies. He never bestowed 
even a smile noon her 
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Naomi eventually gave up in despair. 
With a proud curl of her lip, and a 

disdainful toss of her head, she quoted 

the hackneyed lines— 

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air.’’ 

And then she mentally swore an 

awful vengeance upon all mankind 
that came within her reach. 

As if by magic, the gentle, quiet 
housekeeper, was transformed into a 

vixen, a shrew, a she-wolf, a walking, 

talking, breathing, palpable vinegar 

cruet I 

Did you never observe, gentle read¬ 
er, how bitterly, how relentlessly, an 

ugly and withered old maid hates eve¬ 
ry thing beautiful ? They detest the 
sunliget, the bright flowers, the lovely 

landscape, but, above all things earth 

ly, they hate a lovely woman, more 
especially if she be young! 

Yiola Fordham, the lovely Yiola, 

was the bane, the curse, the wormwood, 
of Naomfls existence. She could not 
bear the light, the love-light, that 

beamed from her eyes, and she de¬ 
spised the bloom upon her smooth 
round cheek. The malignity pervaded 
ner whole heart, and she had often 
hoped that some pestilence, or some 
dispensation of Providence, might 

throw an enduring blight on her 
charms 1 

Luckily, for the better portion of 

God’s creation, the prayers of our old 
spinsters ascend but a short distonce. 

An hour, or thereabouts, after the 

Qeparture of Yiola, for the purpose of 

meeting Bryan, Hans entered the 

kitchen, where Miss Naomi was seated 

in state. Sarah Fi0Jding, the daugh¬ 

ter of Bryan’s kind-hearted protec to?, 
was istting near her, engaged in read 

ing. Sarah was Yiola’s assis ant an^ 

companion, and to her Hans addressed 
himself. 

“ Where is your mistress ?” 

“In her room, I suppose,” replied 
Sarah. 

The servant did not know of the 
departure of her mistress. 

“She is not there!” said Hans, 
sternly. “I visited her room but a 
few moments ago, and it was locked.” 

“Perhaps she was in it.” 

“ She did not answer my summons.” 

“I know not where she is.” 
Naomi threw up her spectacles, and 

placed her arms a-kimbo. With her 

these movements were always indica¬ 
tive of mental excitement, and usually 

preceded a speech. 
“It is nothing to me, of course ;” 

she said, “ but the blessed lord only 
knows what will become of the young 
lady, now that her guardian is re¬ 
moved. It does seem that she is bent 

upon destruction!” 
“Have you seen her this evening?” 

asked Hans. 

“ I have not. She is—but no mat¬ 

ter—it is not for me to say—I ought 

not—but no matter—ah!” 

And the spectacles were energeti 

cally pulled down over her nose, and 
her head commenced a swaying mo- 

tion. 

“If you know where she is, or if 

you have any susp-cion where I may 

find her, speak out, for 1 desire to see 

her!” 

“I am sure I don’t know!” replied 
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Naomi, and sL<? bummed a tunc in a 

monotonous voice. 
Hans left the kitchen. 
“ I will find her he said. I 

more than mistrust-that she is at some 

place in the society of Bryan.’' 
And he walked down the yard, to¬ 

ward the northern gate, peering into 

every bush and grove as he passed. 
Carl Knipper discovered him, and, 

as he had promised Yiola, he whistled. 
Then he busied himself about the 

gate, and was apparently absorbed in 
some intricate unravelment of lines 
and ropes when Hans approached him. 

What are you doing at tlie gate 
asked Hans. 

'‘Waiting for Peter Schnapps!” re¬ 
plied Carl, continuing his employment 
with renewed dilligence. 

“ Yes, I had forgotten. Have you 
seen Yiola to-night 

"I did.” 
“ And where ?” 
“ In the hall, at the castle. 
“Has she not passed this way ?” 
“ No.” 

Open the gate, and let me pass out.” 
Carl threw open the gate, and the 

Patroon passed on in the direction of 
the settlement. 

“ I will find Bryan Blonday,” he 
said. 

And full of this determination, he 
passed on to the village, and entered 
the tavern, the shops, and the stores, 
in search of Bryan Blonday. 

But he could not find his rival. 

Two hours flew on rapidly over the 

heads of the lovers, seated in the 
grove 

It befits not our pui'pose to detail 

their conversation, but when they were 
admonishied to part, by the lateness of 

the hour, they did so, with renewed 
protestations of eternal love. Many 

times did the delighted young man 

press his fair companion to his bosom 

and many times did his lips meet hers 

in impassioned kisses. 

At last they parted. Byran return¬ 
ed homeward with a lingering step, 
and Yiola hastened to the gate. Carl 
admitted her, and advised her to hie 

to her room with all haste, as the 

young Patroon had gone to the village, 

and would undoubtedly return in a 
short time. 

The girl needed no second bidding 

She ran up the yard with eager foot¬ 
steps, but just as she was passing a 
bunch of bushes near the castle, a rude 

hand was laid upon her shoulder, and 
the voice of her cousin thus addressing, 
startled her: 

“Wait a moment Yiola—why such 
haste ? This is a beautiful evening, 

and I would converse with you, a few 
moments, in this bright moonlight. 
Where have you been ?” 

Hans had returned from the village, 
and gained the grounds of the castle 
by another gate than the one Carl 
guarded. 

Yiola was really terrified at the 

sudden appearance of Hans, as well as 
by the fierce, revengeful look his coun¬ 

tenance assumed. She hardly knew 

what reply to make to his question, 
but she stammered at a venture. 

“ I have only been out for a stroll, 

and I beg of you to release me. It is 
late, and I would retfve ^ 
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Truly I Am I not worthy of a 

momeut^s consideration? If it were 

Bryan Blonday, think you you would 
be in such a haste 

And Hans peered into her face with 

a most malicious sneer, still retaining a 
hold upon her arm. 

‘‘ Shame upon you, Hans Yan Kem- 

pen 1’^ exclaimed the maiden. “ Be- 

lease me, for I will not tarry with ^ne 

that can so easily forget his manhood I 

Release me, I say 

Nay, listen I” said Hans, some¬ 

what abashed by the firm words of his 
cousin, and her stinging rebuke—“lis¬ 

ten to me—for disguise, and this of¬ 
fended air, will not avail you. I know 
all.” 

“ All of what ?” 
“You love Bryan Blonday, and for 

his sake you refused me I I repeat it, 
you love Bryan I” 

“ And if Ido?” cried the maiden 
sharply, coloring to the very temples. 

“ What then ?” 

“ And you have met him this 

night !” 
Yiola was astounded. She could 

only articulate : 
“ Eavesdropper I” ■ 
Her tone was expressive of the deep¬ 

est scorn. 
“Beware, girl !” cried Hans,grasp¬ 

ing her arm until the pain caused her 

to cry out. “ Beware, I say, or I will 
crush Bryan Blonday. From your 
childhood yon were destined for my 

bride, and I will not surrendef you to 
a renegade, a nameless, houseless, 

wandering vagabog^l, who is indebted 

to my forbearance for his existence 

We have said that Yiola was a girl 

of spirit. These opprobrious epithets, 

bestowed upon one to whom she had 

just plighted her heart, hand, and ad¬ 

herence, and whose parting kiss was 

yet warm upon her lips, aroused her 
whole soul 

With a desperate effort, she threw 
off her cousin’s grasp, and drawing her 

fine form up to its full height, she ex¬ 

claimed .* 

“ Leave me, ruffian! or I will caU 

the servants. For Bryan, who is ab¬ 

sent, I scorn your base slanders, as I 

scorn the one that utters them. You 

are worthy of no other reply I” 
And, with the stateliness of a queen, 

she moved off in the direction of the 

castle. 

Hans was left standing beside the 

bushes that had concealed him, rage, 
shame, and. a desire for vengeance, 
rivetting him to the spot. 

Yiola entered the castle, and hasten¬ 
ed to her room. As soon as she had 
displaced her shawl, and seated herself, 
the faithful Sarah entered, and ex¬ 

claimed : 

“ I am so glad you have returned I 
—Master Hans has searched the castle 
for you, and I was fearful he would 

find you I” 

“ He did find me, Sarah I” 
“ Alas I” cried the girl. 
“ Cease your foolish fears. I do not 

fear Hans Yan Kempen. I possess 
quite as much spirit as he does I” 

“ But Bryan-” 
“ For shame, Sarah I Is Bryan 

Blonday a coward ?” 

“ But you forgeWHans is rich and 
powerful 1^^ 
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‘‘No matter for that—Bryan is 

proud, generous and noble, and beside 
all that, he is a universal favorite with 
the people. My cousin, base as he 

may be, dare not harm him 
Sarah was assured by the confident 

tone of Yiola, She.had been reared 
with Bryan, had been under the super¬ 

vision of the same kind mother, and 
in fact, she regarded him as a brother. 
She knew of his attachment to Viola, 
and she ardently desired the success of 
Ills suit. 

After the discourse had ended, 
both Yiola and her maid retired to 
their beds. 

A full half hour elapsed before 
Hans Yan Kempen left his stand, the 

spot where he had encountered Yiola. 
The first words that escaped from his 
excited bosom, were : 

“ It is all out now I They have 
met this night, and are undoubtedly 
-engaged. Will I not repay this proud 
and deceitful maiden for her scorn and 
deceit 

Hans left the place, the hateful 
place, where he had met with a second 
chilling repulse, and entered his home. 

He immediately retired to his room, 
and there he brooded in gloomy silence 
over the prospects of his hopeless 
love. 

The more impossible a gratification 
seems, the more ardently do superficial 
and exciteable minds desire it. This 
was the case with Hans. If the de¬ 
sires that he entertained towards Yiola 

could be called love, then was his pas¬ 
sion increased by his rebuff, and the 
certainty of his rivaPs success. He 
felt that it was absolutely necessary 

to take prompt steps in the matter, 

or, before he was aware, Bryan and 
Yiola would be indissolubly united. 

How should he move ? What 

should be done ? These w^re the sub¬ 
jects of his bitter reflection. 

There was but one way to succeed 
with safety. 

The lovers must be separated—ef¬ 

fectually and really separated, and in 
such a manner that tliey could not 
possibly correspond. 

Could he effect this ? 

At all hazards, he must make the 
attempt. 

He would remove Bryan. Yiola 

he wanted near his own person, under 

the supervision of his own eyes. 

Could he possibly force Bryan to 
leave the vicinity ? This was a very 
important question. 

He knew that Bryan was possessed 
of most obstinate courage. He had, 
upon more than one occasion, witnessed 
exhibitions of it. Bryan might sneer 
at his attempts, and successfully bid 
defiance to his desires and his author¬ 
ity. 

On the whole, and after a long de¬ 
bate with himself, he determined to 
resort to bribery and duplicity in the 
first place. If they failed, there 

would yet be time enough to resort to 
force. 

“ Am I not rich V’ he queried. 
“ Can I better employ a small portion 
of ray wealth than in the removal of 
ray rival ? And then, if I succeed, 

will not my investment be richly repaid 
by securing the fortune of the haughty 
Yiola Fordham 

Filled with such opinions, and re. 
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garding hia conclusion as one of con- wonder ? Would he dare to figh^ 
summate cunning, he procured writing him 

materials, and wrote the following note, 
directed to Bryan Blonday : 

Yan Kempen’s Castle, April, lilt. 

‘‘If my old friend and school com¬ 

panion, Bryan Blonday, will visit me 

at my house this afternoon, he shall 

hear of something greatly to his ad¬ 

vantage. , “ Hans Yan Kempen.^^ 

“Most capital exclaimed Hans, 
as he read it over carefully. “ A 
great idea. To-morrow morning I 
will send Carl with it, and to-morrow 
afternoon he will come. The note 
cannot fail to excite his interest. It 

is a grand idea I” 

And Hans chuckled over his scheme. 

“ One thing more I” he said, after 
he had folded the note and directed it. 
“ In what manner must I approach 
him ? I must be careful about that, 

for he is a careful, susceptible fellow. 
I will defer consideration on that 
point, for I am weary 

And Hans retired to his repose. 
Eearly in the morning Carl Knipper 

was sent off with the note, with care¬ 
ful instructions to place it in Bryants 

own hands, and not trust it to the 

care of others. 

“Shall I obtain an answer 
“ Of course.’^ 
And Carl dispatched. 

“ Now, the devil is in this, sure 
enough 1” muttered Carl, when he had 
gained the lawn and was beyond the 
reach of hearing. “ What has posses¬ 
sed my master, Hans, to write to 

Bryan Blonday ? Is it a challenge, I 

Carl was sorely puzzled. He pur¬ 
sued his way, however, and at the 

cottage of Edward Fielding he found 
Bryan. 

The young man was standing upon 

the lawn when the messenger ap¬ 
proached him. 

“ A note for you,’^ said Carl, a de¬ 

mure smile overspreading his features 

as he extended the billet. 

Bryan eagerly grasped it. 

‘*From Yiola V' he asked. 
Before Carl replied, he had opened 

the paper, and as his eye glanced 

upon the name at the bottom, his fine 
face assumed an expression of disap¬ 

pointment. He shook his head, and 

said : 
“Not from Yiola, Carl 

Bryan pursued the note. 
“lam to take back an answer,^ 

said Carl. 

“ I will come said Bryan, 
‘ though I am free to confess that 

this singular courtesy, and this sud¬ 
denly awakened interest, somewhat 
surprises me. Yet you may say to 

Hans Yan Kempen, that I will come. 
Perhaps I can get a glimpse at Yiola 

by this means.^^ 

Carl returned, and reported the re¬ 
ply of Bryan to his master. Hans re¬ 
ceived it with delight. 

“I wonder,” he said, when the ser¬ 
vant left him alone, “ why this plan 
has never suggested itself before. It 
can hardly fail of success, for Bryan 

must be aware that he is burthersome 

to Fielding, and he must also enter 
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tain a desire to move for himself in 
some higher sphere—some situation 

that bolds out a prospect of honor 

and reward 

Hans was no mean judge of the im¬ 

pulses, thoughts, and desires of the 
heart. With most men, he would 
have succc.0ed in his schemes, for 

they were ^^oll laid, and deep. 

All the morning he spent in arrang¬ 

ing his plan of attack upon Bryan. 
He eventually fixed his purpose, and 

sat himself down, impatiently await¬ 

ing the arrival of his guest. 

Now that he had finally resolved, 
he was in the greatest possible haste 

to execute. 

The afternoon was somewhat ad¬ 
vanced before Bryan appeared at the 

castle. The moment he did, however, 
he was conducted to the apartment of 
Hans. On his way thither, he looked 
about him in every dh’ection to dis¬ 
cover Viola, but he did not see her. 

Hans was all smiles when his old 
“ school-fellow ” entered the room. 
He presented him a chair, and was 
most particular in the attentions that 

he paid him. Bryan accepted of his 
civilities with the utmost good-breed¬ 
ing, but more than once he fixed his 
dark eye keenly upon the dissembler. 

“ I have come at your request,’^ he 

said, when they were alone and both 
seated ; may I beg of you to make 
your business known at once 

“ To be sure,’^ said Hans, delighted 
with the early recurrence to business. 

I did send for you, for I had begun 
to think that you would never visit 
He of your own choice.” 

“ It is quite probable that 1 never 

should,” replied Bryan, promptly. 

“ And may I ask the cause of this 
coldness toward an old friend and 

early companion ?” 

“ For some years past, your uncle, 

from some cause that I never ascer- 
tained, regarded me with a great dis¬ 

like. I supposed this had descended 
from him to you, for you have treated 

me coldly, and I am not the man that 
wishes to intrude upon any man^s 

hospitality.” 

“You are entirely wrong,” said 

Hans, “ entirely wrong, with regard 
to myself; and indeed you do my 
uncle injustice. He was a singular 
man, Bryan, and he took some um¬ 
brage at your political sentiments.— 

For my part, I always regarded your 
Whig sympathies as a boyish whim, 

that interest and more mature years 
would dissipate. In his dying hour, 
my uncle enjoined it upon me to im¬ 
mediately assist you in some useful ca¬ 

reer ; for that purpose I sent for you 

to-day 1” 

Bryan bowed, in token of his ac¬ 

knowledgements. 

I have a proposition to make to 
you,” pursued HaQS, “ and one that 
cannot fail to meet your approbation. 
I am sure.” 

“ I will hear it,” said Bryan. 

“ Both my wealth, and my influence 
in the proper quarter, j^aces it in my 
power to procure you a captain^s com¬ 

mission in the British army. This is 
a splendid opening for a young man, 

such a one, in fact, as does not often 
occur.” 
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Hans paused to 'witness the effect 

of his offer. 

Bryan was silent. 

“ What do you think of it it ask¬ 

ed Hans. 

“ For your proffer of assistance, I 

thank you,’^ replied Bryan ; but I did 

think you knew me too well to make 

me such a proposition. We have been 

too long acquainted.^^ 

How mean you 

‘‘ 1 mean that I am a WJdg—a 

thorough Whig, wedded heart and 

soul to this rebellion, as you call it, 

and I would despise the service of the 

British monarch I” 

“ Really 

“Yes, truly 1 and if we both live, 

Hans Yan Kempen, you will find that 

it is not a ‘ boyish whim P 

Hans was disconcerted—thrown 

out. He had not thought it possible 

that Bryan could refuse his offer. 
“ I am disappointed,’^ he said. 

“ It is your own fault.” 

“ I shall not be particular wdth a 

friend,” said Hans, determined not to 

surrender for one repulse ; “ I will 

establish you in the mercantile line in 

New York.” 

“ Hear me !” said Bryan, emphati¬ 

cally. “ I repeat that I am grateful 

to yourself and your uncle for your 

good intentions towards me, but I de¬ 

cline your assistance entirely. My 

own good arms are sufficient to sustain 

me, and when they fail, let me per¬ 

ish.” 

“ You surely do not mean to spurn 

my offers ?” 

“ Not spurn them, but decline 

them,” 

“ And you will receive bo 

tance ?” 

“ Not a penny 1” 

“ You are a singular man I” 

“ Quite so. Permit me to bid you 

a good day.” 

And Bryan departed, thus abruptly 

terminating the interview 

Hans was defeated. 

“ I)—m his pride I” he cried, as the 

retreatmg footsteps of his “ old friend ” 

ceased to echo upon his ear. “ It 

hall be humbled I By the gods, he 

spurns not only my offers, but my per¬ 

son, and leaves the house as if there 

was contamination in the atmos¬ 

phere 1” 

Rules that w^ould apply to common 

men, were totally inapplicable to the 

proud and lofty soul of Bryan Blon- 

day ! 

Hdns had mistaken his man. 

“ Force must decide it after alll” 

said the Patroon. “ 1 am not to be 

moved from my purpose 1” 

How should he apply his power. 

This was the question, brought 

about by the new' phase of affairs.— 

Hans sat dowm to rellect upon it. 

CHAPTER Y. 

A ROYAL EDICT. 

“ Curse his impudence I” cried 

Bryan, continuing his way home.— 

“ Did he suppose he could deceive me ? 

Did he think me so base as to accept of 

a pension, to resign my claim and pre¬ 

tentions to the hand of Yiola, for a 

sum of his base gold ?” 
The young man was indignant. 

Arrived at the cottage, he seated 
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QimGelf upoL the lawn, witliiii the 

shelter of a lilac bush. Ilis mind was 

full of unpleasant thoughts, for, though 

brave to a fault, he dreaded the mach¬ 

inations of Hans. 

“It is indeed high time,he said, 

speaking his reflections ; “ that T had 

entered upon a career. 1 feel that 

this comparative idleness is unworthy 

of me, especially in such a time as this. 

Every soldier counts for his country 

now, and beside that, fame may be had 

with proper efforts As for the gold 

that Hans worships, I despise it 

Whilst Bryan’s mind was thus agi¬ 

tated, his rival was plunged in the in¬ 

tricacies of dark thoughts. After a 

long reflection, ,he called Carl to his 

presence once more. 

Carl came. 

“ See Edward Fielding at once,” 

said Hans, “ and inform him that I 

' require his presence immediately.” 

Carl bowed, and departed in search 

of Fielding. 

“ If he continues to harbor this cur,” 

muttered Hans, “ he must seek for a 

new home ?” 
« 

Fielding was easily found, and he 

had hastened to obey the summons of 

his new landlord. 

“ Sit down,” said Hans, when he 

entered his presence. “ I wish to 

converse with you about Bryan Blon- 

day.” 

Fieldins: knew that a mutual dislike ' 

existed between Bryan and his land¬ 

lord, and his rafind was at once filled' 

with forebodings. These feai*s seemed 

to assure him that something was 

wrong. 

“ I will listen,” he said. 

Iiansfelt that the subject was a 

delicate one to approach, and he mani¬ 

fested some trepidation. Fielding 

observed it, and said : 

“ I hope you are not displeased 

with Bryan I” 

“ 1 am disjfleased with him,” re 

plied Hans, “ and well I may be, for 

he is a headstrong and obstinate fool 

I have made him offers this day that 

would have turned the head of any 

man in the settlement with joy, and he 

refused them in an insulting manner 

“ Indeed !” 

“ It is the truth !” 

And Hans enumerated and repeated 

his offers to Bryan. 

Fielding was thoughtful. 

“ Now,” said Hans, “ I call upon 

you to exact your influence with him, 

and if need be, your authority.” 

Fielding well knew that Bryan 

would never accept a king’s commis- 

vion ; and he knew also that his tastes 

and disposition were averse to a mer¬ 

cantile life. He felt, therefore, that 

it would be idle for him to interfere, 

and he expressed as much to Hans. 

“ Then he is above your authority ?” * 

“ I feel that he is, in this matter.” 

“ Then turn the ungrateful villian 

off at once !” 

“ What I drive him from his home !” 

“ Aye I” 

“ That I will never do !” 

“ Then I will drive you off. I am 

determined to take a bold stand for the 

king’s interest ; indeed, it is my duty 

to do so. TTiis Bryan Blonday is, and 

for a long time has been, a mischievous 

and officious Whig, and his presence is 

detrimental and dangerous to the 
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peace of the settlement. I am deter¬ 

mined that he shall accept my offers, 

whicli are generous, or seek a new 

sphere for the commission of treason ?” 

“ With me,’^ said Fielding, firmly, 

“ you may do as you please. -I have 

long been a faithful servant of your 

ancle’s, and would cheerfully serve you. 

Y'ou may be certain, however, that I 

shall never drive Bryan away, under 

any circumstances.” 

“Do not be hastv,” cried Hans ; 

“ take time for reflection. You are 

an old man, and this is a serious mat¬ 

ter. Of this you may be assured— 

you shall either compel Bryan to ac¬ 

cept of my terms, turn him off, or sur¬ 

render your situation and your cottage. 

You may have three days for consid- 

sration.” 

“ As you please,” said Fielding in a 

sorrowful tone. “ There is no need 

for reflection. I am already determin¬ 

ed. I confess it would be a hardship 

for me to leave my house, for, as you 

say, I am an old man. Yet for all, I 

will not turn Bryan Blonday away.” 

“ Then you may consider yourself 

discharged from my employment. I 

am not to be trifled with I” 

Fielding made no remonstrance, but 

left the room. As he was closing tlie 

door behind him, Hans continued : 

“ You had better be advised. This 

obstinacy is only encouraging Bryan in 

habits of idleness and disobedience.” 

Fielding continued his retreat, and 

returned home v/ith a heavy heart.— 

On h’.s road, a few tears escaped 
him. 

Is 0 sooner had he entered his lovely 

cottage, than the kind-hearted and 

anxious wife observed his sadness.— 

Bryan, also, was alarmed at his sor- 

rowful and dejected look. 

The laborer was instantly plied with 

questions, touching the cause of hia 

unusual grief. 

“ Cause enough I” he repeated.— 

“It is no light matter for one of my 

age and habits to be driven upon the 

world, to seek a new home, after my 

frame is exhausted and my energies 

subdued.” 

“ What mean you ?” eagerly asked 

Bryan. 

“ Do explain yourself,” said the 

wife. 

“ 1 mean what I say ? I must leave 

the cottage!” 

“ Who says that ?” asked Bryan. 

“ Hans Yan Kempen.” 

“ I thought as much ; now tell the 

reasons.” 

Fielding told all. 

Bryan hung down his head, and was 

silent for a few moments, but he soon 

arose from his chair and seized his cap^ 

“ Where to ?” asked Fielding. 

“ I will be back in a moment,” he 

replied, and he left the cottage and 

hastened toward the little inn. 

Luckily for Bryan’s purpose, he 

found Peter Schnapps alone. 

“ Peter I” said the excited youth, 

“ I have come to solicit a favor.” 

“ And you could not have come to 

a more willing friend.” 

“'I would tarry with you a few 

days.” 
“ Forever, if you like.” 

Bryan turned to depart. Peter 

cried out: 

“ Why this haste, Bryan Blonday 7 
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Explain yourself to me. Tell me 

what has occurred.’^ 

Bryan felt that an explanation was 

due to his kind-hearted friend, and he 

returned and told him all. 

“ B—n the villain exclaimed tlie 

inn-keeper “ he deserves to be hung, 

drawn, and quartered 

Bryan returned to the cottage. He 

approached the weeping matron, and 

said : 

“ Now, mother, arrange my little 

wardrobe. I am ready to depart.— 

Sooner than permit harm to come to 

you, who have been so kind to me, I 

will forfeit my life. In this affair 

Hans Yan Kempen has proved too 

strong for me, and assailed me in a 

tender point, but by the God that 

made us, a day of retribution will 

come 

“ You shall not go, Bryan,’’ inter¬ 

posed Fielding. “I told the wretch 

that I would not drive you out, and I 

might have added, that I loved you 

as my own child.” 

Seek not to deter me,” saidBiyau, 

firmly, though a tear added unusual 

brilliancy to his black eye, ‘‘ I am re¬ 

solved. You are utterly unable to 

buffet with the world, and in this re¬ 

gion the influence of Hans would pre¬ 

vent me from sustaining you. It is no 

grievance for me to depart, except the 

loss of your society, for I have been 

thinking of it for some time past. Let 

me go, this will deprive Hans of a pre¬ 

tence for persecution. Have no fear, 

for we shall meet again.” 

Fielding could not restrain his tears, 

and his good wife sobbed on Bryan’s 

shoulder. 

It was a touching scene. 

“ Why leave us now,” asked Field- 

mg. 

“ There is no necessity for delay.— 

Hans will be the sooner pacified,” 

‘‘ But you know not where to 
go 

“ Yes, I have friends. For a day 

or two Peter Schnapps has kindly con¬ 

sented to receive me.” 

‘‘ Ah I Bryan I Bryan I” sobbed the 
matron. 

‘‘ Do not go,” urged Fielding.— 

“ What will my home be without you ? 

Fgr a long time you have been its 

light and its joy. Do not leave it.— 

Together we will bid defiance to Hans 

Yan Kempen, and the God of the 

poor man will sustain us.” 

Bryan was sensibly touched by this 

appeal. For a moment he seemed to 

hesitate, but it was only for a moment 

Hastily brushing -away a descending 

tear from his cheek, he said : 

It must not be. Your feelings 

have the mastery of your reason. It 

is better, far better, that I should go, 

yet think not that I desire to leave 

you—shall ever forget you. Get me 

my clothes, mother, for I would de¬ 

part ere you completely unman me.” 

It was plain enough that Bryan 

meant to depart, and, indeed, a mo¬ 

ment’s serious thought convinced both 

Bidding and his wife that it was bet¬ 

ter "or him to do so. Yet their hearts 

were heavy, for the youth was very 
dear to them. 

Mri. Fielding carefully packed trp 

his little wardrobe. Tlien he bade 

them a warm and affectionate adieu 
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and with a swelling heart and tearfu 

eyes, sought the Inn once more. 

For a long time after liis departure 

his aged guardians wept in silence, and 

prayed for his prosperity. 

“ May the devil seize this Hans 

Van Kempcn exclaimed Peter 

Schnapps, who was yet alone in his 

bar-room when Bryan returned. “Now 

we shall have a terrible time, 1 have 

no doubt. Many rejoiced when 

Abram died, but I doubt if they have 

bettered themselves by a change of 

landlords. This young one commences 

business with a high hand 

“ Let him improve his hour, Peter, 

replied Bryan. “ Let him exert his 

authority while he may—but mark me ! 

a time is coming when himself shall be 

the supplicant for our mercy.’’ 

“ I hope so ! God knows I desire 

it I” replied Peter. “ But tell me 

why he should thus single you out for 

his first victim 

“ For political reasons, undoubted¬ 

ly,” replied Bryan, yet he blushed for 

the innocent falsehood. 

“ Then we may all expect proscrip¬ 

tion.” 

“ Certainly.” 

Peter Schnapps was thoughtful. 

Bryan was sad. 

Hans Yan Kampen, intent upon 

the fulfillment of his intentions, kepi 

an exact account of the time after his 

interview with Fielding. When the 

three days that had been allowed for 

deliberation had expired, he J?gain 

sent to Carl to request the lalorer’s 

attendance at the Castle. 

Fielding had partially rerovered 

from the keenness of his griefat the 

loss of Bryan’s society when he ro* 

ceived the summons, but in his heart 

a feeling of utter detestation for his 

landlord had taken deep root. As 

soon as he entered the audience room, 

Hans was struck with tlie look of sub¬ 

dued melancholy that the old man’s 

countenance wore. 

“ Well, Fielding,” he said, “ the 

time to which you were limited res¬ 

pecting your determination about 

Bryan Blonday has expired, and I 

have sent for you to learn your final 

conclusions.” 

“ Bryan is not an inmate of my 

dwelling,” said Fielding, with difficulty 

controlling his emotions. 

Tlie countenance of Hans bright¬ 

ened. 

“ Then you have driven him out ?” 

he exclaimed. 

“ I scorn a falsehood, even to con¬ 

ciliate your favor,” replied the labor¬ 

er. “I did not drive him out.” 

“ Then why did he leave ?” 

“ That you might not persecute me 

for his sake.” 

Hans withered under tliis reply. It 

was a stinging rebuke to his despicable 

meanness I 

“ Where has he gone ?” he asked. 

“ At present he tarries with his 

friend, Peter Schnapps. What his fu¬ 

ture intentions are I know not.” 

“ Thrit will do,” replied Hans hasti¬ 

ly- 
Fielding left the audience-room. 

“ D—n this Peter Schnapps !” ex¬ 

claimed Hans. “ He too, is a Whig, 

although he is cautious about*express- 

ing his sentiments. What will it avail 

me if this Bryan remains in the settle- 
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ment. Uudoubtedlj, Peter will shelter When he arrived yet nearer to tha 

aim, and he owns his own domicil, and scene, he was discovered, and a voic? 

IS otherwise independent. Peter 

Schnapps must be reached, as in fact 

must every Whig in the settlement. 

I will not be thwarted, and Bryan 

Blonday shall be exiled 

The bitter malignity of little minds 

often transcends our belief. 

More plans must be laid, more plot¬ 

ting set on foot, in order to accomplish 

the Patroon’s darling object. 

The mind of Hans was fertile in 

mischief. 

The morning following the visit of 

Fielding to the Castle, was the Sab¬ 

bath, and as usual, the whole settle¬ 

ment, and the few residents of the sur¬ 

rounding country, were assembled at 

an early hour for attendance upon the 

forms of worship. 

It was a bright and glorious morn¬ 

ing, one of those calm, soothing, 

balmy spring mornings that hold forth 

such sweet promises of the future sum¬ 

mer, that first disclosed the bursting 

bud, that first emits the fragrant per¬ 

fume of renovated and resuscitated 

nature. 

A great many people were astir, 

some to enjoy the bright sunshine, 

some for devotional purposes, and 

some to listen to and gather up the 

gossip of the day.' 

Bryan Blonday started at an early 

hour for the little church, anxious to 

obtain a glimpse of Yiola Fordham, 

who was a punctual worshipper. He 

observed a great crowd about the en¬ 

trance way, and as he approached 

nearer, he saw that they were examin¬ 

ing something of an unusual kind.— 

3 

from the crowd exclaimol : 

Here comes Bryan Blonday I He 

can read it for us. Make room for 

Bryan Blonday 

The youth was surprised. What 

could it mean ? 

Here, Bryan,” exclaimed the 

voice, ‘‘read this pa})er for us. None 

of us can make it out.” 

And Bryan was hurried into the 

midst of the crowd, in front of the 

chapel door, upon which was a paper 

headed : 
A PROCLAMATION’. 

All persons favora])le to the cause 

of the King, and residing in the set¬ 

tlement of Van Kempen’s Castle, or 

upon the lands of the undersigned, are 

requested to repair to the Manor 

House, in said settlement, within one 

week from this day, for the purpose 

of enrolling themselves as minute men. 

and to take an oath of fealty to His 

Majesty’s government. The disaffect¬ 

ed arc warned to leave the settlement 

without delay, under the severest 

vengeance of an outraged law. 

Hans Yax Kempen. 

Bryan read this notice aloud for 

the benefit of the crowd, and then re¬ 

turned at once to the inn. 

He was thunderstruck at the Royal 
Edict I 

The youth saw at a glance that al 

this persecution was levelled at him. 

It was, in fiict, the selieme that Hans 

had embraced to drive him away from 

the influence of Yiola Fordlmm’s 
smiles 

He at once communicated the pur. 
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port of ibc proclamation he had 

.read. 

Worse than all!” exclaimed Peter. 

“ Is Master Hans mad ? Does he 

think lie can drive men into Tory¬ 

ism ?” 

“ Put what must be done ?” replied 

Pry an. lleniember, Peter, that 

Hans Van Kempen is powerful, in 

fact, resistless, and that we Whigs are 

few and poor.” 

‘‘ What does it matter?” rejoined 

Peter, earnestly. “ Are not our con¬ 

sciences our own ?” 

Alas 1 what does an oppressor, a 

minion of the king, a rich and sudden 

aristocrat, care for conscience ?” 

“He dare not molest us !” 

“I assure you that he will 1” 

“We shall sec,” said Peter ; “ Hans 

Van Kempen dare not enforce his pro¬ 

clamations.” 

“ Policy dictates that a storm 

should be provided for before it ar¬ 

rives,” replied Pry an. “ Do not de¬ 

ceive yourself about Hans Van Kem- 

peu ; he is base enough for any pur¬ 

pose.” 

“Then you must direct us,” said 

Peter, who placed the most implicit 

reliance upon Pryan’s boldness and 

sagacity. 

“ 1 will think of the matter,” said 

the youth, and he darted from the 

door and disappeared. 

“ The devil 1” exclaimed the land¬ 

lord, gazing after him. 

Pryan had discovered Carl Knip})er 

advancing down the street, and he 

ran toward him. 

“ Ah ! Carl,” lie said, “this is for¬ 

tunate. Can you obtain me one more 

ir eeting with Viola ? This is the lasi 

time I shall trouble you, for, Carl, 1 

am about leaving the settlement.” 

“ Why ?” asked Carl, removing hi» 

short black pipe from his mouth, and 

opening his eyes to their greatest ex- 

tension. 

“It is the will of your master I” 

“What master?” 

“ Hans Van Kempen.” 

“ Ah I I see, jealousy.” 

“ Aye, Carl I jealousy—malice.” 

“ Put why leave us ? Have you 

not a right to the air you breathe ?—- 

Does Hans own it ?” 

“ Ko ; but I feel that this is no longer 

a fitting place for me. There are old 

scores between Hans and me ; and if 

I do leave the place, I shall appoint 

an early day for a settlement.” 

“ Carl smiled, as if he understood 

the young maids meaning. 

“ Can you provide the meetmg ?" n 

peated Pryan. 

“ I will try,” said Carl. 

“ And if you succeed, how shall I 

know ?” 

“ I will see you again.” 

“ That will do. Let it be in th^ 

grove.” 

“ Yes.” 

And Carl pursued his own way, and 

Pryan returned to the inn. 

As Pryan had infornml Peter 

Schnapps, the situation of the few 

Whigs of the settlement, was a criti¬ 

cal one. All their wealth, all their in¬ 

terests, in fact, all their affections were 

centered in their liomes, their littl^^ 

farms, and the scenes that time and fa¬ 

miliarity had endeared to them. 

To resist was out of the question. 



THE roma rATno()N\s jxuejutance. 35 

for tliey were nuiiierieally weak.— 

Would il not, tlierefore, be Ijetter [)oli- 

cy to appear to submit to tlie exaetions 

of Hans, and await their time ? 

Bryan thought it would, and com¬ 

municated his convictions to Bcter.— 

The worthy inn-keeper leaped from 

his chair in amazement, and uttering 

a great oatli, exclaimed : 

“ What! take an oath of fealty to 

the king, and enroll myself as a minute 

man in his service? Mav the devil 

split me-’’ 

‘‘Hush 1’^ cried Ib-yan, “make no 

rash resolves. Tell me how you can 

resist V’ 

“ Fight roared .Peter. 

“But what can you do against the 

numbers of the Patroon’s followers. 

Don’t you see that it is worse than 

^oolish ?” 

“ But the oath-” 

Is of no binding force,” interrupt¬ 

ed Bryan. “ You are driven to it.— 

You cannot resist, and neither in the 

eyes of God or man, is the disregard¬ 

ing of such an oath deemed criminal. 

You must either submit or be destroy¬ 

ed. Hans will certainly crush you, 

and drive you as outcasts from your 

homes and })ossessions 1” 

Bryan’s reasoning evidently made 

an impression on the mind of the inn¬ 

keeper, yet he shook his head. 

“ You cannot deny the truth of 

my argument,” Bryan continued.— 

“ Now let us follow it a little further. 

If you do resist and are destroyed, 

wlio does it benefit, but your enemy ? 

It does not assist the cause of your 

country. You see that resistance is 

out of the quevStion,” 

These were forcible arguments.— 

Peter could not deny their legitimacy 

—he could not avoid their force. 

“ Then you, too, will take the 

oath ?” 

“ No.” 

“ And why not, pray ?” 

“ Before the time specified in the 

proclamation expires, I shall be far 

away from the influence of Hans Yan 

Kenipcn. I go to serve my country. 

With you, and our few friends, the 

case is different. You hawe families 

depending upon you for support; your 

interests are centered here, and to re¬ 

move is only to submit to danger and 

privation.” 

“ Yon to be a soldier ?” 

“ Aye, Peter, / to be a soldier.” 

The inn-keeper could scarcely res¬ 

train himself. 

“ You will be a general!” he ex¬ 

claimed, “a great man! You are 

the life of the scttlemoit, Brvan, and 

we shall feel proud of you.” 

“ I hope I shall be guilty of 

nothing to disgrace you,” said Bryan. 

“ As I shall be busy preparing for my 

immediate departure, I trust you will 

take it upon yourself to see our friends, 

and ui’gc them to the course I have 

recommended.” 

“ Certainly,” said Peter, “ for the 

more I think of your advice, tlie more 

I am satisfied that it is good.” 

Bryan strolled through the settle¬ 

ment. He walked in nearly every di¬ 

rection, yet his eyes often turned to¬ 

wards the castle. The dark, dingy 

walls that could be seen above the en¬ 

closure, contained the magnet of hU 
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soul, and often did he wish for a pow¬ 

er that would penetrate their repulsive 

thickness. 

And he looked that way, also, in 

hopes that Carl would present himself, 

and report his arrangements for 

another interview. 

Time slipped away, however, and it 

was nearly dark before the faithful 

Dutchman made his appearance. 

To the inexpressible delight of 

Bryan, he was the bearer of a billet 

from YioTa Fordham. 

To open it, and to read its contents, 

was only the work of a moment. It 

appointed an interview for that very 

night! 

Regardless of the presence of Carl, 

Bryan exclaimed : 

“ Faithful still! The fiercer the 

storm, the closer does her generous 

love cling to mel^^ 

“ Will you meet her asked 

Carl. 

“ Without fail.’' 

CHAPTER YI. 

THE NEW PRISON. 

The proclamation of Hans Yan 

Kempen caused a great excitement in 

and around the settloment of Yan 

Kempen’s castle. The fermentation 

was greatly increased, however, upon 

the morning following its promulga¬ 

tion, for then a company of workmen 

presented themselves in the village, 

and commenced the foundation of an 

immense log pile, the uses and inten¬ 

tions of which was mysteriously hinted 

at, but not definitely explained. 

Peter Schnapps, punctual to his 

promise with Bryan^ visited the Whig 

brotherhood of the region and do 

tailed to them the advice and argu 

ments of his young friend. Many at 

first demurred to it, but at length they 

were convinced that it was not only 

tlie safest policy, but all the policy 

they could pursue. 

Accordingly, they repaired in a 

body to Yan Kempen’s castle, and 

complied with the stipulations of the 

tyrannical heir. 

This conduct, on the part of those 

whom he knew to be opposed to the 

king, and ardent republicans at heart, 

completely surprised Hans Yan Kem¬ 

pen. 

What could it mean ? Was he 

again to be deprived of his vengeance ? 

Was it possible that Bryan Blondaj 

would yet continue to elude the nets 

he had set for him. 

One thing afforded him satisfaction; 

Bryan had not yet made his a23pear' 

ance—had not yet subscribed his name 

to the roll, or taken the oath. If he 

would only procrastinate until the ex¬ 

piration of the day of grace, Hans de¬ 

termined to arrest him. 

“ Aye, by G—d!” exclaimed Hans, 

thinking upon the matter, “ I’ll not 

only arrest him, but I’ll hang him!” 

And he derived infinite satisfaction 

from these conclusions. 

In the meantime, the immense log 

building in tlie settlement progressed 

rapidly. Hans superintended the 

work in person, and under his direc¬ 

tion every point was amply fortified, 

and rendered as strong as art and tim¬ 

ber could make it. His delight in 

surveying it, seemed to increase as it 
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ascended higher and higher every 

day. 
To all inquiries, concerning the uses 

to which he intended to devote it, he 

returned an evasive answer, merely al 

le^imr that time would disclose all 

things. 
With an anxiety that increased 

svery hour, and that finally became 

painfully intense, Hans watched the 

flight of time. Bryan Blonday did 

appear to take the required oath, and 

to make the required enrolment.— 

How earnestly the Patroon hoped he 

would not ! 
“FoolI that 1 was,’^ he would ex¬ 

claim, mentally, “had 1 only inserted 

three days in my proclamation, my 

pretext to execute him would now 

have been clear enough F’ 

Occasionally he saw Bryan in the 

street. He was the same self-posses¬ 

sed, calm, pale, quiet personage of 

former days, and he no more heeded 

the presence of the landholder than 

the veriest cur that barked at liis 

shadow. 
This conduct galled Hans to the 

quick. Such thorough contempt for 

the heir of the Yan Kempen estate 

was unendurable, and it aroused all 

the passions of the Patroon. 

When Bryan separated from Carl 

Knipper, on the night of the proclam¬ 

ation, he repaired at once to the 

grove, where Yiola had appointed the 

meeting. 
She had not yet arrived when he 

reached the spot, and he seated him¬ 

self by the bank of the river, and gave 

himself up to the gloomy reflections 

that thronged upon ]m mind, in spite 

of all his efforts. 

A siglit of the familiar objects 

around him increased his sadness. Not 

a stone, tree, or shrub, but had wit¬ 

nessed his happiness—had been jire- 

sent wlum he was joyful, and rejoicing 

in the love of his mistress. Now he 

had come to meet lier again, and per¬ 

haps for the last time. 

He was about to separate from her, 

and try his fortunes in the rugged path 

of war. 

Bryan was not kept long in wait¬ 

ing. In the midst of his melancholy 

reflections, Yiola entered the grove, 

and every mark of care and anxiety 

vanished from his features at once. In 

a few moments he was seated beside 

his mistress, again pouring forth the 

tale of his love. 

“ This is very kiud,’^ he said; 

“ without tliis interview, I should in¬ 

deed be wretched. Of course Carl 

informed you that it would be the last 

I should request of you ?” 

“ The last, Bryan ?” 

There was a touching earnestness In 

the girPs tone, as she asked the simple 

question. 

“The lastsaid Bryan ; “ at least 

for a long time!’’ 

“ Explain yourself.” 

Bryan told all. 

The bright tears streamed down the 

cheek of the fair girl, as the youth re¬ 

cited the persecution of Ilans. 

“Is it possible,” she said, “ that my 

cousin is so base, so lost to every sense 

of honor ?” 

“ It is true.” 

“ And what will it avail him ?” 

“Rid him of the presence of a li 
val!” 
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“ Believe it not, Brjau,’^ exclaimed 

llie girl, eagerly ; “ your image is en¬ 

shrined where Hans Yan Kempen can¬ 

not reach it ! Though a tliousand 

miles should separate us, you will be 

ever present to my lieart, and ihert 

Hans Yan Kempen, with all his power, 

cannot be admitted/^ 

Bryan clasped the girl to his bosom, 

in a transport of gratitude. 

Then,^Mie said, ‘'you say truly. 

All his machinations will avail him 

but little.” 

“If he was not a fool, he would 

abandon such measures. 

“Love has blinded his judgment.’ 

“ Love.^ indeed exclaimed Yiola, 

with a scornful curl of her beautiful 

lip, “ rather say his avarice.V 

“Well, his avarice, then, if that 

pleases you.” 

“ But you will not belong absent ?” 

“ God only knows. The fate of 

war, above everything else, is uncer¬ 

tain. Perhaps, dearest, I ne/er shall 

return.” 
“ Say not so, Bryan. I am sure 

YOU will return, and with a wreath of 

glory !” 

The youth smiled. For a moment, 

visions of glory, cliivalrous deeds, and 

mighty battles, filled his ])OSom and 

dazzled his judgment, but fact wliis- 

oercd that the road to these tempting 

situations lay through blood, danger, 

and hardship, and that to secure them, 

he must separate from all he held dear 

on earth. 
He derived no satisfaction from tlie 

anticipation. 

“ Fortune directs us all,” he said, 

‘‘ and it is perhaps the greatest bless¬ 

ing conferred upon man, that tlie fu 

ture is withheld from his examinat'fon 

My love of country alone leads me to 

the battle field.” 

“ And that is a holy motive, and 

cannot but be blessed !” exclaimed 

Yiola, tenderly pressing his hand. 

The night was far advanced before 

the lovers separated. ^Yhen at length 

they did part, it was with tears and 

promises of eternal constancy on both 

sides. The faithful Carl was at the 

gate to admit Yiola ; and Bryan did 

not leave his position, near the grove, 

until it had shut the form of his mis¬ 

tress from his view. 

Then he turned, and sought the inn 

of Peter Schnapps. 

It was not until several days after 

the interview that Bryan completed 

his preparations for departure. One 

morning, he descended into the bar¬ 

room, and after informing Peter that 

he was ready for his journey, he ran 

down to the little cottage, so dear to 

his heart, to bid a final farewell to 

Fielding and his excellent wife. 

The meeting was a protracted and 

very painful one, and the parting was 

productive of great misery. Bryan 

at length tore himself away, and 

again repaired to the inn for his cloth¬ 

ing, which he had prepared for the oc¬ 

casion. Peter was alone when he en¬ 

tered. 

“ Now, Peter, my good friend,” he 

said, approaching the publican, and 

extending his hand, “ I must separate 

with you, and then I hope the pains o) 

leaves-taking are over!” 

Peter received the proffered liand 
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And bestowed upon it a most nervous 

gripe. Ilis voice faltered as he said : 

“Then, Bryan Blonday, you are 

going 

“ I am. 
“ Well, God bless you and prosper 

you. You have a generous heart, 

Bryan, a noble heart! Yon will never 

hick for friends. Have you not con- 

tidence enough in me to tell me your 

place of destination ? It would grati¬ 

fy me to know.” 

“To be sure 1 liave. 1 am going 

to Fort Stanwix.” 

“What ?” 

“ To Fort Stanwix.” 

“ Indeed!” 

“ Yes. It is the nearest military 

station, and they are in want of men. 

The Tories and Indians are threaten¬ 

ing to invest it, and Gansevoort, the 

commander, has called in the militia to 

his aid.” 
“ Then you will cross the river at 

the ford below ?” 

“ I shall.” 

“ I will accompany you thus far, 

and see that you are over. It shall 

nut be said that you left like a thief.” 

“ Thank you,” replied Bryan. 

And the friends left the inn, and 

proceeded down the river, some two 

miles or more, to the ford Schnapps 

had alluded to. 

As they came within sight of the 

crossing, they saw a horse struggling 

violently in the water, and presently 

a human form arovse to the surface, 

and in faint, strangling accents, vocif¬ 

erated : “ Help!” 

“ Great God!” exclaimed Peter 

“ Some one has missed the ford, and 

is drowning in the deep water!” 

Bryan said not a word, but hastily 

divesting himself of his upper garments, 

he rushed into the stream. He soon 

reached the spot where he had seen 

the form of the drowning man, but it 

had disappeared. 

It soon became visible again, and 

Bryan plunged into the deep water 

after it. He seized it just as it was 

sinking, and struck out for the shore 

with his burthen. 

“ Bravo!” shouted Peter, who re¬ 

mained upon the shore, in consequence 

of his inability to swim. 

Bryan exerted himself most lustily 

and, after a long struggle, reached the 

shore nearly exhausted. 

Peter took the stranger in his arms, 

and after bestowing him upon tne soft, 

green sod, commenced using the only 

means of resuscitation at hand. 

Bryan could hardly maintain his 

standing position. 

Peter worked with his patient mast 

faithfully, and, by and by, had the sat¬ 

isfaction of seeing him revive. Thus, 

for the first time, he looked earnestly 

into his face. ^ 

He exclaimed in surprise:— 

“ Gan it be possible, Bryan!” 

“ What ?” asked the youth. 

“This is the Attorney!” 

“ What Attorney ?” 

“The one J have mentioned to yon I 

He drew up Abram Yan Kempen’s 

will. It is certainly him.” 

And Peter renewed his rubbing and 

rolling, after sending Bryan to sccur« 
the horse 
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It was indeed Fozzle. 

More than an hour elapsed before 

tie Attorney could speak. The land¬ 

lord was provided, luckily, with a flask 

of brandy, that he had designed to 

present to Byran at their parting, and 

he hastened to administer to his i)a- 

tient a portion of its contents. 

Under its influence he revived raj)- 

idly. 

A narrow escape!’’ he said, look¬ 

ing gratefully at Fcter. 

“Narrow enough! In fact it 

would have been no escape at all but 

for the exertion of that youth yon¬ 

der!” 

“ What youth ?” 

“ He with the horse.” 

Bryan approached, leading the At¬ 

torney’s animal. 

“ Is this the young man ?” asked 

the Attorney, gazing admiringly upon 

the dripping form of Bryan. 

“ Yes. He brought you to the 

shore!” 

“ What is his name ?” 

“ Bryan Blonday.” 

The stranger started. 

“ He is a noble youth!” he exclaim¬ 

ed. “ When I arrive at the settle- 

ment of Yan Kempen’s castle he shall 

be rewarded.” 

Bryan was engaged in putting on 

his garments,but he over heard this dis¬ 

course. When he had completed his 

dressing, he said, turning to Peter and 

the stranger:— 

“ Now, ^gentlemen, I must leavi 

you I Good bye, Peter; and you—’ 

he said, turning ■"»o the stranger, “ I 

hope, will experience no inconveni¬ 

ence or mischief from your early 

bath I” 

Bryan moved toward the ford. 

“ Hold!” cried the Attorney ; “ let 

me reward you for your generous ser¬ 

vices. You are deserving.” 

“ I ask no reward.” 

“ I am determined,” said Fozzle ; 

“ these generous actions are not over 

numerous, and deserve substantial 

marks of approval. You have saved 

my life!” 

Fozzle drew a heavy purse from his 

pocket, and extended it towards the 

youth. 

A faint smile lingered for a mo¬ 

ment around Bryan’s lips, and he re¬ 

plied : 

“ You mistakelne entirely, sir. Yon 

are welcome to the favor I have ren¬ 

dered you. Money could not have 

purchased it. I am neither a mendi¬ 

cant or a mercenary!” 

And without waiting farther re¬ 

mark, he entered the stream, and mov¬ 

ed onwmrd. 

Both Petc4’ and the Attorney watch¬ 

ed him until he landed upon the oppo¬ 

site bank. Then he entered a rude 

road, leading up the river, and disap¬ 

peared in the w^ood. 

“ A singular young man!” exclaim¬ 

ed Fozzle. “ But few wmuld have re¬ 

fused the tempting offer.” 

“ He is proud,” said Peter. “ I do 

not mean the low, paltry pride, such as 

Hans Yan Kempen is possessed of— 

but he is noble and generous, as he is 

})roud!” 

“ He is truly a man before his boy 

hood is passed.” 
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That IS true/^ continued Peter— 

*'My heart bleeds for him, for I 

know his own is sad enoiigli this morn- 

ing” 

“ How so V’ 

And Peter hastily sketched the dif¬ 

ficulties that had driven Bryan Blon- 

day from his home. 

Fozzle seemed deeply interested in 

the narration. When it was concluded, 

he said : 

I am deeply interested in the af¬ 

fairs of this youth ; indeed, I have 

every cause to be. At present I can 

only think of reaching your inn, and 

exchanging these dripping clothes for 

some more comfortable. I must know 

all about my youmg preserver.’’ 

‘‘We shall hear of him, without 

doubt,” said Peter. “He will make 

no common soldier.” 

The landlord assisted the Attor¬ 

ney to mount his horse, and they 

proceeded towards the settlement. 

They arrived at the inn in due time, 

Fozzle proceeded to make such changes 

in his dress as seemed most befitting. 

Peter proceeded to his kitchen to or¬ 

der a substantial breakfast for his 

guest, and to relate to his better half 

the daring achievement of his especial 

favorite, Bryan Blonday. 

We have already stated that Hans 

Van Kempen most anxiously counted 

the lapse of time within which it was 

specified that all the inhabitants of the 

settlement should take the oath of al¬ 

legiance to his majesty’s government. 

Bryan did not present himself, and 

every day his hopes that he would not 

pew Btrcnger aad brighter. It stem- 

ed that his rival was obstinately 

iient upon placing himself in his pow* 

cr. 

“ All 1 ask,” he would cry to him¬ 

self, “ is the slightest pretext. Then 

I will remove the impudent beggar I” 

Hans forgot that Harman was hang¬ 

ed upon a gallows of his own construc¬ 

tion ! 

At length the time expired. With¬ 

out a moment’s delay, Hans proceeded 

to his library to order the arrest of 

the obstinate Whig. He collected a 

body of his servants, placed one of his 

confidential tenants at their head, and 

dispatched them to bring Bryan be¬ 

fore him at once. 

To the servants this was a extreme¬ 

ly unpleasant task. With them the 

youth was a favorite, but they dared 

not refuse their master, and they ac¬ 

cordingly proceeded with the tenant. 

The inn of Peter Schnapps was the 

first place visited. The landlord wa.s 

questioned with regard to the whera- 

Douts of the youth, but Peter, sifl’pria- 

ed at the advent of his menial force, 

and suspicious of an evil design against 

Bryan, answered them with hesitation, 

and evasively. 

“ Xone of this I” exclaimed the lead¬ 

er of the Tory police. “We are not 

to be trifled with I We are actiuff 

under the authority of Hans Van 

Kempen, the Patroon!” 

“ And who the devil is Van Hans 

Kempen, and what do I care for his 

authority, you impudent dog!” ex¬ 

claimed Peter, his wrath breaking 

through all the bounds ®f discretion. 

None of your braggadocio here, o? 
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house, if The servaults refused to assist in as 

I am ray own invasion of the premises ; but the 

tenant, anxious to secure the favor 

answer us, . and good will of his master, was de- 

terrained to succeed in arresting his 

man, and he proceeded alone to ran- 

1 ^will pitch you out of the 

you serve the devil! 

master!” 

“ And you refuse to 

then ?” 

“ Answer what ?” 

‘‘ Where is Bryan Blonday ?” 

“ I tell you that I know not.” 

“Is he not a member of your house¬ 

hold ?” 

“ No,” 

“This will do,” said the tenant, 

turning to his companions, who were 

rejoicing over th« spirit exhibited by 

Peter. “We will proceed to the cot¬ 

tage of Fielding, and when we return 

to the castle, we will not fail to report 

the conduct of Peter Schnapps to 

the Patroon. Perhaps he will regre^ 

it!” 

Peter was employed in rinsing a 

drinking glass as the tenant made this 

announcement, and nothing but the 

recollection that the vessel had cost 

one shilling and sixpence sterling pre- 

vented^him from hurling it at his head. 

As it was, he contented himself with 

exclaiming, in an under tone : 

“ Perhaps he will, and perhaps he 

will not! Some persons are not 

scared at owls, and Tm one of ^eml” 

The constabulary moved off to¬ 

wards the cottage of the laborer, 

and again renewed the enquiries for 

Bryan. 

Neither Fielding or his wife, knew 

aught of the youth. 

“Then we shall be compelled to 

search your dwelling!^ said the ten¬ 

ant. 
“ Search at pleasure,” replied Field- 

taK- 

sack the cottage. 

The search was fruitless, no trace 

of Bryan being discovered. 

“Have you a knowledge of his 

lurking place ?” asked the tenant, ap^ 

proachiug the laborer. 

“ I have not.” 

“When did you see him last ?” 

Fielding hesitated 

Answer. 

“I do not remember. It is sere 

ral days since!” 

“ Let us return to the castle,” said 

the important officer. “ I have n< 

doubt but the Patroon can devisf 

measures for his capture!” 

And the unsuccessful expedition 

moved off to the castle, where Ham 

was impatiently awaiting their arr 

fal. 

“Where is the prisoner ?” he asked, 

when the tenant made his appearance 

alone. 

“ He cannot be found!” 

“ The DevilP^ cried Hans ; “ and 

why not ?” 

“We could get no trace of him from 

any one.” 

The Patroon was fearfully enraged. 

“ Is he not about the settlement T' 

“Not unless he is concealed!” 

“D—n the cur! Pll secure him 

yet. I’ll hunt him even from the 

caves of the earth, and if any one 

connives at his escape, they shall b« 

hanged upon a tree I” 
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The tenant reported the conduct ot 

Peter Schnapps, adding several inci¬ 

dents by way of embellishment. 

“xVye! curse that Schnapps!’’ voci¬ 

ferated Hans ; “ he has taken the 

oath and enrolled himself, but a more 

bitter Whig never breathed! He 

must be watched, and if it only hap¬ 

pens that he is the accomplice of Bry¬ 

an, the crows of the valley shall feast 

upon his carcase!” 

‘'Shall I proceed further in my at¬ 

tempts ?” asked the office. 

“Not now!” replied Hans. “I 

will first adopt some other measures. 

When I require your services, I will 

inform von. 

The tenant departed. 

Again Hans resumed his writing 

materials, and in a short time penned 

the following new 

PROCLAMATION : 

Whereas, Bryan Bloiiday, a deter¬ 

mined and malicious Whig, has refused 

to take tlie oath of allegiance to the 

Government of his Majesty, or to en¬ 

roll himself as a minute-man, in the 

service. This is to give notice, that I 

will pay a reward of two hundred and 

FIFTY pounds to auy person or persons 

who will arrest the said Blonday and 

bring him before me. 

Any person detected in harboring, 

or a-ssisting the said Bryan to escape, 

will be sulijected to the severest pun¬ 

ishment personally, and suffer from a 

confiscation of property. 

Hans Van Kempen. 

“ I will try the ]>ower of gold!” 

Baid the Patroon. 

Copies of tills [iroclamation were 

soon posted in conspicuous places, 

through the settlement. 
O 

CHAPTER YIL 

THE BLUE BROTHERHOOD. 

Whilst these denunciations were be¬ 

ing thundered against Bryan Blonday, 

in the settlement of Van Kempen’a 

castle, the youth was diligent pursu¬ 

ing his way toward Fort Stanwix. 

The foresight of the inn-keepers’ 

wife had provided him with quite a 

supply of provisions, and the little 

groves along his path, and the bright 

streams that flowed into the river, fur¬ 

nished him with resting places and a 

most greatful beverage. 

Just at night, on the second day of 

his lonely journeying, he reached a 

wild and rockv dell, where the river 

tumbled and foamed over a gentle de¬ 

clivity, and where it seemed that his 

path must end, for the rocks and hills 

seemed to close upon it at a little dis¬ 

tance beyond him. 

The romantic licaiity of this spot, 

the hoarse roar of the waterfall, the 

dashing of the spray, and the gran¬ 

deur of the forest about him, had pe¬ 

culiar and resistless charms for Bryan 

and he resolved to halt for the night 

He selected a thicket or a lodo-iivr 

place, spread tlic remains of his pro¬ 

visions liefore him, and seated himself. 

His repast was not of long duration, 

and after it was concluded, he threw 

himself at length beside the road, to 

survey at his leisure the attractive 

scenery l)y which he was surrounded. 

Imperceptilily to him, the roar of 

the cataract died away—the rocky 

hill side became dim and indistinct 
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the setting sun illuminated the glitter¬ 

ing spray in vain, for his heart and his 

mind were at Yan Kempeii^s castle 

filled with the matchless charm& of his 

mistress. 

It was a most delightful reverie.— 

The youth forgot his exile—forgot his 

heaviness of heart, his loneliness, and 

his sorrows, and he was again happy 

in the love of Yiola Fordham. 

The sharp crack of a rifle, followed 

by a wild yell, banished the sweet 

dream, and he agahi awoke to the re¬ 

alities around him. 

He hastily crawled within the shel¬ 

ter of the thicket. 

For a few moments after the dis¬ 

charge of the rifle, all wms still, but 

then the yelling was resumed, and the 

firing once more commenced. 

‘‘That sounds like a battle,’’ said 

said the youth ; “if that is the case, 

I am upon dangerous ground.” 

If he had any doubts regarding the 

noises, they were soon dispelled, for 

the yelling, shouting, and firing became 

continuous. 

“ It is upon the hill above me!” lie 

said ; “ I will climb its side, and ex¬ 

amine the combatants.” 

He left the thicket, and commenced 

the ascent of the rough and dvecipi- 

tate mountain. His path was not only 

toilsome, but dangerous, for, at al¬ 

most every step, fragments of rock 

rolled from beneath his feet, andtliun- 

dcred in the vale below. The twigs 

and bushes, with which lie sustained 

his clinging form, had but an insecure 

root in the narrow fissures in which 

they grew. 

He reached the summit, however, 

and a scene of strife was at once 

opened to his view. 

Is^ear the edge of the hill, a group 

of some fifty or sixty horses were se¬ 

cured to the trees, and beyond them 

a herd of cattle were galloping and 

bellowing through tho wood. Still 

further on, he could discover armed 

men concealed behind logs and trees, 

watching their opportunities to fire 

upon their opponents, some of whom 

were vainly endeavoring to collect and 

stop the frightened cattle. 

“What can it mean?” said the 

youth, concealing his body as well as 

he could. “ There are two parties 

certainly, but I cannot distinguish one 

side from the other.” 

The skirmish, for it scarcely de¬ 

served any other name, was continued, 

but at length it became apparent that 

the darkness would put an end to it. 

Bryan determined to stay and witness 

the result, scarcely hoping that one of 

the parties might be composed of his 

own political friends. 

Whilst these hopes were animating 

his mind, the party beyond the horses 

rushed from their coverts, and Bryan 

thought he detected long knives in 

their hands. They yelled and shouted 

furiously as they ran, but the dim twi¬ 

light soon obscured their forms from 

his view. 

lie could judge from the sounds, 

however, that a hand-to-hand encoun¬ 

ter was progressing. There was the 

hurried trampling of feet, the clash of 

weapons, and occasionally a groan and 

execration. This continued for half 

an hour. 

Then the tumult died away, and 
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Bryan heard footsteps approaching “ In search of service.^ 

his place of concealment. “ What service 

It proved to be the conquering “ The service of my country.^^ 

party, and the riders of the steeds we ihat’s right, my hearty I Yon 

have mentioned. The first words could not have come out at a better 

they uttered caused an emotion of joy Soldiers are scarce, 

in the young man’s heart. 

“ Prc-haps, this General St. Leger 

and his d—d Indians will fast a little 

time, if they depend upon the supply 

of American beef. What do you 

chink, Captain Drake 

“ I endorse your opinion,” replied 

“ So I have heard.” 

“ But you look young for war.” 

“ I am nineteen.” 

“That will do. Now tell us your 

name.” 
< I 

u rii 

Bryan Blondayl” 

The devil! An old acquain* 

the man addressed as Captain Drake, tnnce! 

“ If we intend to enjoy the beef our- ^^ked 
selves, we must halt here for the night, gi’catly surprised. I have 

and collect them in the morning.” much of a traveller, and I 

“That’s of course. We can lay am sure I never saw you at the settle- 

where we are.” ment.” 

The advancing party reached the " perhaps,” said Cap- 

trees where their horses were secured, Drake, smiling ; but honest 

and Bryan determined to discover ^^c^cr Schnapps told me all about you 

himself. He judged from the conver- ^go. Did you never hear of the 

sation that he had heard, that they Brotherhood ?” 

were Whigs, and he in consequence Indeed, I have!” 

felt no fears for his reception. lie Well, now you see a ])art of them, 

crawled from behind his log, and pre- disposed, you may join us. 
sented himself. Tarry with us until morning, and we 

“Who is this?” asked Captain shall visit oui present camp.” 

Drake, coming to a halt. Bryan i-^eded no pi essing to comply 

“ A stranger,” replied Bryan. ^^ith this invitation. He accepted it 

“ Whi«’ or Tory ?” once. He was also delighted with 

“ A Whi^* ” fortune that had brought him in 

“That’s the kind! Just the kind, contact with the Blue Brotherhood, 

Where do you hail from ?” the most famous juivtisan bands 

• “ Yan Kempen’s castle.” that the war had produced. 

“The devil you do! Whigs arc The soldiers speedily started a fire, 

scarce that way.” tor the sun had set, and the twilight 

“Yes, but true, when you find deepened into night. Within the 

them.” reach ot its genial warmth, and when 

“ I hope so. Where are you the light llamed full upon the features 

bound ?” of his companions, Bryan seated him 
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to examine liicir appearance more 

closely than he had yet been enabled 

to do. 

The Blue Brotherliood, at least that 

part of them that lie saw before him, 

were men in the prime of life, hardy, 

daring, and reckless. Their leader, 

Captain Drake, was the oldest man in 

the group, being, as near as Bryan 

Rould judge from appearances, nearly, 

if not quite, fifty years of age. 

His face was perfectly browned by 

exposure to the winds and sun, but it 

was a firm and expressive one. The 

once black hair was sprinkled profuse¬ 

ly with grey, and tlic huge whiskers 

that completely concealed the cheeks, 

were also streaked with the same in¬ 

dications of age. The light of the 

keen eye, however, was not dimmed, 

nor was the square, compact, and 

lieavily-moulded form bent in the least, 

or seemingly robbed of one particle 

of its youthful activity. 

By the side of the Captain, sat his 

lieutenant, a much younger man, yet 

more muscular in his developments, 

and far more reckless in his general 

demeanor. 

A conversation of about an hour, con¬ 

ducted upon the principles of bar-room 

equality, soon gave Bryan a just idea of 

the character of his associates. They 

were a high-spirited, brave, and deter¬ 

mined set of men, entirely destitute of 

polish or rehnemeut, yet possessed of 

noble and generous feelings, and 

honest in their attachments to the 

cause of liberty. 
15ryan felt that he should be delight¬ 

ed with service in the comi)anyof such 

noble looking men. 

iVIter the evening had somewhitt 

advanced, the soldiers, with the ex 

ception of some sentinels that were 

posted in the wood to prevent a sur¬ 

prise, rolled themselves in their blank¬ 

ets and souglit repose. A blanket^ 

from an extra supply on hand, was 

furnished Bryan, and he, with the 

rest, crawled under the slmlter of a 

bush and courted sleep. 

The night was far spent before he 

lost himself in the obliWons arms of 
slumber. 

The lirst beams of the morniric: sun 

awakened him. Fires were blazing 

all around him, and the soldiers were 

preparing their breakhist. lie was 

invited to join tlie Captaiids mess, and 

was soon regaling himself upon the 

substantial food of the camp. 

As soon as we collect the cattle 

that have strayed into the woods, we 

shall march to our permanent quarters. 

When we arrive there, if you like us, 

you shall take the oath, be supplied 

with a horse and arms, and then be¬ 

come one of iis.^'’ 

“ The oath !■•’ said Brvaii. 

“ Aye. Xo man can unite with the 

Blue Brotherhood without first taking 

the oatli.’^ 

And its obligations-’’ 

‘‘ Are all explained before the initia¬ 

tion,^^ hastily rejoined Captain Drake, 

“ we do nothing in the dark.^^ 

“ May I ask with whom you were 

engaged last night 

“ Oh! a marauding gang of Tories • 

the cowardly and unprincipled devils 

have been robbing the farmers below 

us, on the north bank of the river, of 
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\hcir ifaiilc. Tlicsc tlioy were driv¬ 

ing tiirongh the woods for tlie suj)- 

port of St. Legcr’s army, wlio are 

marching from Canada to invest old 

Fort Stanwix. 

“And yon dro^e them off?” 

“Yes. We were informed of their 

doings, and headed tliem at tliis place 

Bnt a few are left to tell of their 

defeat.” 

Immediately after the breakfast, 

the soldiers proceeded to collect the 

cattle. This was a work of much 

perplexity, and it was nearly noon Ijc- 

fore the drove and the troopers start¬ 

ed for the camp. 

This camp was situated some ten 

miles or thereabouts above the scene 

of the cattle fight, in an open space 

of ground fronting the river. The 

barracks wmre composed of twm stone 

buildings that had been used as farm 

houses before the breaking out of the 

war, and a long range of log stables 

had been appended to tliem by the 

troopers themselves. The cleared 

lands in the immediate neighborhood 

were devoted to gardening purposes, 

for the use of the soldiers, and wms by 

them most carefully tilled in the prop¬ 

er season. 

When the Blue Brotherhood ar¬ 

rived at their owm camp, the cattle 

were secured, and the horses placed 

ill the stable. After these matters 

had been arranged, Bryan was con¬ 

ducted into the house, or fortress, as 

Captain Drake called it, and here he 

was most agreeably surprised at the 

order and neatness that everyw^here 

met his eye. 

The rooms were clean and inciting, 

the beds S))a.cion.s and conveniently ar¬ 

ranged, and all the utensils necessary 

for the maintenance of such an estab¬ 

lishment, in their i)ro})er places and in 

order. 

“ I Fere are our quarters,” said Cap¬ 

tain Drake. “ Except wdien on duty, 

wm reside here. If you clioose to take 

on with us, to-night shall lie set ajiart 

for your initiation.” 

“ The sooner the better,” replied 

Bryan, delighted wdth all he sawq and 

anxious to commence his new* duties. 

“AVell, then your uniform must be 

prepared at once. You see that our 

dress is but a little peculiar, yet by it 

w'e distinguish one another. We have 

a costumer at hand who will speedily 

fit you out.” 

And Bryan wms presented to an 

old man wdio made and repaired the 

clothing of the Brotherhood. 

The uniform w^as a simple affair, yet 

it wuis far from uncomely. It consist¬ 

ed merely of a deep blouse, or short 

hunting shirt, of bright blue, wmru 

over the usunl clothing, a blue cap, 

closely fitting the head, ornamented 

wdth a cockade of thin silver. 

Bryan w’aited for the coming night 

wdth the greatest impatience. So ar¬ 

dent had his desire to be a soldier be¬ 

come, that he thought the hours w^'ere 

lenghtened into days, and that the sun 

w'ould never set. The Captain and 

the soldiers endeavored to entertain 

him, but although he listened to their 

conversation wdth seeming interest, his 

heart was filled wdth a painful impa- 
patience. 

“ Will the night never come ?” he 
would ask himself. 
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The longest day must pass away, 

and night came at length, to the grca^ 

relief of Bryan. 
As soon as supper was disposed of 

and the barrack lamps lighted, the 

Blue Brotherhood assembled in the 

large room in which they partook of 

their food. In the centre of the con¬ 

gregation was a table, upon which was 

the roll of the company, the constitm 

tion and by-laws of the association, 

and a Bible. 
Before this table Bryan was seated, 

and the Captain, after silence had 
been secured, proceeded to explain to 

the youth, the nature and obligations 

<of the oath and compact. 
The Blue Brotherhood bound them- 

•selves to an armed organization until 

the inde{)endence of the Colonies was 
acknowledged by Great Britain, or 

until they were disabled by wounds or 
natural infirmities, and rendered unfit 

for duty. 
They were independent, and under 

the control of no leaders but those of 

their own selection 
The oath bound them to aid and 

tissist one another in all cases, and 

under all circumstances. It also stipu¬ 

lated that they should stand by their 
colors until ordered to retreat, and to 
regard all the proceedings, designs and 

intentions of the troop as secret, and 
not to be disclosed, except to an ini¬ 
tiated brother. 

Bryan cheerfully took the oath, 
feigned the muster roll, and with three 

vociferous cheers the y/hole company 

hailed him as one of the Brothers. 

Captain Drake then presented him 

.with a complete list of the arms ne¬ 

cessary for his young arms to wield, 

and with the uniform, which was al¬ 

ready completed. 
“To-morrow,” he added, “you may 

select a horse for yourself from sever¬ 

al that we have in our stables.” 
Again the company uttered a suc¬ 

cession of cheers, and shook the new 

soldier cordially by the hand. 
When the ceremony was over, Bry¬ 

an was conducted to his own room, 

and a bed and a mess assigned to 

him. 
His wishes were realized. He was 

a soldier in the cause of his country. 
How he desired to see Peter 

Schnapps, and Carl Knipper, his true¬ 

hearted confidante, to inform them of 
the singular good fortune that had at¬ 

tended his wandering footsteps. 

In his dreams that night Bryan 

Blonday visited Yan Kempen’s Castle 

at the head of the troop. 
In the bright light of the morning 

he prayed that his dream might be 

realized ere a long time. 
After the morning meal was over, he 

visited the stables to select for himself 
a steed. He immediately made choice 
of a large and spirited grey, whose 
broad chest and strong limbs promised 

both speed and bottom. All the old 

soldiers who had accompanied him 

commended his choice. 
Bryan was now a perfect soldier. 

All his appointments were com¬ 

plete. 
All that was necessary now to com¬ 

plete his happiness was an apportunity 

to put his skill to the test. 
This the Captain had determined t« 

afford him, for as soon as he retumei 
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from the stables he addressed him : 

“Now, Master Blonday, as you are 

one of us, I design to j)laee you in im¬ 

mediate service, and where your in¬ 

formation and knowledge of the 

country can avail us mucli.’^ 

“ I shall be delighted with active 

employment,” replied Bryan. 

“ A few miles below the Van Kem- 

pen settlement,” continued the Cap¬ 

tain, “ some friends of our cause have 

collected a quantity of supplies, which 

we shall need presently, for appear 

ances seem to indicate that we shall 

soon be called to active duties in the 

region of Fort Stanwix. I desire to 

place a small party under your control, 

and send you for the stores.” 

“ I will cheerfully undertake the 

mission.” 

“ Are the Tories armed and astir in 

that region ?” 

“They are not.” 

“ Then a small party will be suffi¬ 

cient ?” 
“ Without a doubt.” 

“ And you are acquainted with the 

country ?” 

“ Intimately.” 

“Then you shall depart to-morrow. 

During the day I will select your 

party.” 

Bryan was delighted. If he could 

not obtain an interview with Yiola 

Fordham in his absence, he could en¬ 

joy the happiness of passing her vicini¬ 

ty, and that, at least, was some conso¬ 

lation. lie expressed a thousand 

thanks to the Ciiptain for his coifi- 

dence. 
The remainder of the day passed 

quickly and pleasantly to the young 

soldier. He had Imt few arrange¬ 

ments to make for his expected march, 

and his leisure hours he devoted to 

trying the s{)ccd and docility of his 

horse, and to the use of his weap¬ 
ons. 

“ When the night approached, he 

sought his couch at an early hour, 

anxious for his march upon the mor¬ 
row. 

He was destined to a disappoint¬ 

ment, for the rain descended in tor¬ 

rents when he arose, and precluded 

the possibility of a start. It contin¬ 

ued to pour throughout the day and 

night, and Captain Drake deemed it 

advisable to postpone the expedition 

for a week, in order that the swollen 

streams across which the expedition 

would be obliged to pass, might have 

time to empty their surplus waters. 

Bryan submitted to the new arrange¬ 

ment with a good grace, and when, at 

last, the day of their departure did 

arrive, he felt that the delay had in¬ 

creased his enjoyment. 
Some twenty of the most experienc¬ 

ed soldiers were selected to accom¬ 

pany him, and when they were ready 

for departure, the Captain said : 

“ Perhaps, as you pass so near your 

home, you will desire to vist it 

Should you conclude to do so, you had 

better go alone, or the presence of so 

many of you might excite the ire of 

good Hans Yan Kempen, and be pro¬ 

ductive of difficulty.” 

“I will be discreet,” said Bryan,re¬ 

joicing at the permission to visit his 
friends. 

“ And do not forget to give my com¬ 

pliments to Peter Schnapps, good 
luck to his house!** 
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*' I will not rorgct/’ said Hryan. 

And witli a liglit licaid ntid bright 

anticipations, he moved ort upon liis 

journey. 
IIow frequently are our expecta¬ 

tions but the reverse of the realities 

hat occur to us. 
The march through the fragrant 

woods was delightful. As they rode 

along, the companions of the young 

man amused him with the history of 

their numorous battles since the war, 

and he in turn unfolded to them his 

own slender stock of personal his¬ 

tory. 
In this mavner the first day passed 

away, and they encamped, at an early 

hour, a few miks below the spot where 

the encounter with the Tories had 

taken place. 

“To-morrow night 1’^ mentally ex¬ 

claimed Bryan, as he rolled himself up 

in his blanket, “I shall revisit my 

home.’’ 

AVhat A hold that bright spot, 

home, has upon our purest affections! 

CHAPTER VIII. 

THE FinST FRISONER. 

The proclamation of Hans Van 

Kempen, offering a reward for Bryan 

Blonday, excited the indignation of 

the Whigs, and the wonder of the 

Tories. It was surprising. 
“ What has made Bryan Blonday 

iio important a personage in the esti 
mation of the Patroon ?” asked Foz- 

zle, the Attorney, of his friend Peter 
Schnapps, after reading the notice. 

Ahl” said Peter, with a knowing 

rtiake of the head ; “it is love for the 

khigV cause, but very little, and 

more powerful feeling, a great deal 

Hans is a fool.” 
“ To what do you allude ?” 

“ Love, sir,” said Peter. “ Love is 

at the bottom of the whole of it. I 

know it well enough.” 
“ A most powerful passion!” 

“ That’s true.” 
“ But does Hans so love Bryan, 

that he wants to secure and detain 

him in custody ?” 

Peter laughed. 

“ Hans loves a girl that will have 

nothing to do with him,” said Peter. 

“ She hates him, and loves Bryan.” 
“ Jealousy, then, is the motive!” 

“ Yes, if you please to call it so.” 
“ A very malignant passion it is,” 

replied Eozzle. “ I hope the young 
man may elude his enemy, at all 

events.” 
“ Never fear for Bryan Blonday,” 

replied Peter. “ Long ere this, he is 
safe enough in Fort Stanwix, and I 
doubt if Hans Van Kempen’s reward 

will tempt any person to venture after 
him in that region. I only wish it 

would, that’s all!” 
“But the chances of war, Peter,, 

may throw the young man in the 

power of the Patroon!” 
“ Oh! the devil take such chances,” 

said Peter. “ Bryan is wide awake! 

Why, bless you, sir, Hans could not 

trap him when he was here ; what can 

he do now ?” 
“ Who is the young lady that can 

turn an indifferent eye upon the young 

Patroon and his wealth ?” 
“ Viola Fordham, tcT be sure.” 

“Ah!” cried the Attorney, “n© 

poor fortune herself.” 
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^‘No, indeed!’^ 

“ But she resides at the castle 

‘‘ Yes/^ 
A painful situation, truly. If this 

Hans is so vindictive it is in his power 

to work her mischief. Jf she dies 

without a marriage, the young man 

possesses her property/’ 

“No fear for her. If Hans should 

hut threaten her, the whole settlement 

would rise np against him.” 

“ That could affect him but little. 

Wealth, you know, is power. In 

every sense of the word, the Patroon 

is dictator in this region.” 

“ Por some, and for some he is not,” 

replied Peter. This high-handed 

measure will work his downfall.” 

The conversation dropped here, and 

the Attorney passed out into the 

street. 

Yiola Pordharn was not ignorant of 

the persecution of her lover. She had 

read the proclamation of Hans, and, 
JL 

although no politician, and but little 

acquainted with the wickedness of the 

human heart, she readily divined its 

object. Carl had informed her of Bry¬ 

an’s departure, and most earnestly did 

she hope that he would esca[)e. 

One night, a day or two after the^ 

posting of the reward, she was sitting 

in her own room, pensive and sad, 

when Hans entered. Without any 

formality he seated himself, and com¬ 

menced the discourse. 

“ I have come to see you,” he said, 

“ once more, with regard to the dilli- 

culties existing between us, in relation 

to our union. I am confident that 

they can be removed 1” 

I fere was the dreaded sulqeci 

again. 

“ Did I not request you to speak no 

more to me aljout this matter ?” asked 

Yiola scarcely able to contain her in¬ 

dignation. 

“ And what if vou did ?” asked 

Hans. 

“ Why do you resume it again V 

“ Because .1 want it determined!” 

“ But it is already determined 1” 

“Not so. ddie last time 1 con¬ 

versed with you about it, you urged 

that there were difficulties in the way 

of it. Now, 1 repeat you, I am satis- 

lied that these difficulties can be re¬ 

moved!” 

“Idiey cannot/’ 

“ But I am confident!” 

“ And so am I.” 

“ But will you listen to my propo¬ 

sals ?” 

“ Proposals are useless.” 

If you will consent to receive me as 

your husband, I will remove all right 

or claim to your property, and it shall 

be set apart for your own free use ?” 

“It will not do.” 

“ But does not the offer convince 

yon that I am disinterested in my 

views ? J would wed you for yourself 
alone !” 

“That can never be.” 

“ And why not ?” 

“ Do not urge me to tell.” 

“Nay, I insist upon knowing. It 

js but just that 1 should know, for I 

am deeply interested.” 

“I do not love vou 

that you have alreaily told me” 
Vdola hesitated 
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“Nowgive me the true reason,” 

urged Hans. 

“I love another I” 

A dark frown settled upon the Pa- 

troon^s brow, but it was sunlight com¬ 

pared with the blackness that swept 

over his soul. 

“Who is that other ?” he asked. 

“You have no right to inquire ” 

Hans knew well enough. 

“ But I will know,” he said. 

“ Perhaps you will 1” 

‘ ‘ Do you refuse to tell ?” 

“ I do.” 
“ Beware !” exclaimed Hans, start¬ 

ing up, and striding the room. “ Be¬ 

ware ! do not tempt me too far. Con¬ 

sider before it is too late. I will be to 

you all that you can desire, gentle, 

kind, and true. Turn me not off for 

an adventurer, a nameless-’ 

“ Enough!” cried Viola, indigualltl3^ 

“ I will hear no more. If you are a 

reasonable man, my answer will con¬ 

tent you. I do not love you, cannot 

love you, and will not wed you !” 

This was explicit, and to the point. 

Hans felt that he had no hope of suc¬ 

cess by fair means, but he could not 

bring himself to think of lelinquish- 

ing the fair prize before him. In his 

eyes she had never looked so beautiful, 
to his avarice, her fortune never seemed 

so large. His very soul was agitated 

by the strength of his passions. 

Conscious of maintaining an iion 

L’ule over the thoughts and leeliugs of 

his tenants, and most ot the inhabi¬ 

tants of the settlement ; aware that 

many ot those wearing the semblance 

of men, worshiped his wealth, as Hod s 

chosen people once worshij^ed a golden 

calf, he could not cor.ceive how it was 

that Viola Fordham could spurn his 

love—could refuse to link her fa^e 

with his own! 

Poor Hans, he had yet many bitter 

lessons to learn before he could see and 

appreciate her real condition ! 

“You will repent of this determi¬ 

nation ! he exclaimed, in a tone more 

mild than Viola had expected, “ and 

perhaps when it is to late. In charity 

to you, I warn you not to build lip 

hopes of love upon Bryan Blonday ! 

That viper cannot escape me. My 

vengeance shall pursue him, and he, at 

least, shall never live to witness your 

triumph and my defeat. I say, be 

warned !” 

A scornful smile, more aggravating 

to the soul of Hans than words of the 

keenest reproach, was all the reply 

Viola vouchsafed to this exhibition of 

unmanly bravado !” 

“Aye! smile. Ev^e smiled in the 

garden. Scorn me, if you will despise 

my power. You may yet feel it!” 

“ I am prepared,” said Viola, calm- 

ly- 
“ You shall have need of prepara¬ 

tion,” replied Hans, “need of all the 

fortitude of which you seem so confi¬ 

dent.” 

“ It will not fail me,” quietly re¬ 

sponded the girl. “ I have no fears ; 

do not defer your operations in con¬ 

sideration of it.” 

“Then I leave you, madam, and re¬ 

member, I shall take you at your word. 

When the storm comes you must not 

complain!” 

“ I will not, I assure you ” 
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Hans departed, and left the maiden 

alone. 
As soon as tlu door closed upon 

him, the feeding that had sustained her 

through the interview gave way, and 

she wept like a grieved infant. It 

seemed that her heart would break. 

She felt that she was a lone female 

and in the power of a desperate man. 

She deeply regretted that she had not 

consented to Bryan’s proposal of an 

immediate union. 

“At least,” she said, “it would 

have conferred upon him the right to 

protect me.” 

The mind of Hans underwent a great 

change after he had reached his own 

room. All thoughts but one were 

driven from it, and that assumed a 

burning intensity. 

It was a thought of vengeance! 

I will he avengedhe said, furi¬ 

ously smiting the table with his clenched 

ost. “ I will succeed—or die !” 

His reflections were dark nnd mur- 

ierous. 

At one time he resolved to double 

the reward he had already offered for 

Bryan’s apprehension ; and at another, 

he resolved to raise a company of armed 

men, and place himself at their head, 

for the purpose of hunting down the 

youth. 

Where should he go ? How should 

ne search ? Where was Bryon Bloii- 

day ? 

The impossibility of answering these 

questions, caused him to hesitate, be¬ 

fore he adopted any rash schemes. 

He passed a sleepless night. In the 

morning, when he descended from his 

chamber, his countenance was pale and 

haggard. 

He continued his operations upon 

the new building in the settlement, 

and from this date, he seemed to re¬ 

gard its speedy completion as a matter 

of the most vital importance. He in¬ 

creased the number of laborers em¬ 

ployed u})on it, and night and day the 

neighboring woods echoed the blows 

of the axe and the hammer. 

Public curiosity increased. Crowds 

were freciuently gathered about the 

growing edilice, ])eering into its nu¬ 

merous compartments, and gazing up¬ 

on its huge walls, )mt the uniform an¬ 

swer of Hans was: 

“Time will disclose all things!” 

And the people were compelled to 

no content. 

Stimulated by the prospect of re¬ 

ward, many of the Tories of the set¬ 

tlement were upon the watch for Bry¬ 

an Blouday, and anxious for his detec¬ 

tion. In an especial manner was Pe¬ 

er Schnapps regarded with the great¬ 

est anxiety, for no one thought that 

Bryan had resorted to more than a 

temporary secretion, except the very 

few friends in his contidence. 

The new building was Anally com¬ 

pleted. From the style of its exterior 

finish, no one doubted but it was in¬ 

tended for a ])rison, and after it was 

placed in a condition to receive prh 

soners, Hans himself threw oft* his air 

of mystery, and declared his intention 

of using it for that purpose. 

It caused a deal of wonder amomr 

the inhabitants of Van Kempeu’s cas¬ 

tle. Why did they require a prison 

at this time ? Had anything occurred 
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suddenly to demoralize the people, or 

to induce them to commit crime ? For 
years they had proceeded cpiietly, 

without such an appendage to their 

government, and what, or who re¬ 

quired it now ? 

Hans was questioned upon the 

points, but he did not choose to ex¬ 

plain. He merely stated that the 

times required a jail, and he was de¬ 

termined to keep up with the times. 

Indeed, his interest required it. 

Immediately after the prison was 

finished, the minute men of the settle¬ 

ment were formed into different squads, 

to guard it. 

This was the cause of still greater 

wonder. 

Guard an empty prison ? Who ever 

heard of such an absurd proceeding ? 

It was the height of folly, and Hans 

Van Kempen was absolutely and de¬ 

cidedly insane. 

Hans paid no heed to these remarks, 

or to the sneers that accompanied 
them. He proceeded with his regu¬ 

lations, and enforced them too. Be¬ 
fore his obstinate determination, all 

clamor ceased, and nightly was the 

tenantlcss prison guarded by a patrol 

of the luckless inhabitants. 
“Surely!’^ exclaimed an old inhabi¬ 

tant, “ innovation and folly can go no 

further.’^ 
He was mistaken, however. 
The inhabitants one morning were 

aroused from their slumbers by the 

shrieks of a fife and the thunders of a 

drum! I^eering from their windows, 

they discovered jiarading the streets, 

a company of soVliers—of regular 

soldiers, wearing the uniform of the 
king! 

They marched boldly up to the 

Castle, and there they were ])rovided 
for by Hans Yan Kempen. 

Yerily !’^ exclaimed Peter Schnapps, 

rubbing his eyes, and staring in aston¬ 

ishment, “ old things have passed 

away, and all things have become 
new! 

Public notice was soon given, that the 
troops would remain in the settlement 

to obtain recruits, and to enforce the 

authority of Hans Yan Kempen, who 

had been a])[)oiiited a magistrate. 

Yan Kenipen\s castle was an im¬ 
portant place. 

Hans himself assumed a new char¬ 
acter. He strutted immeasurably— 

he talked pompously, and issued his 

various orders with the air of a man 

who had the world at his command. 
And the Patroon had reasons of his 

own for this conduct. He was deter¬ 
mined to awe Yiola Fordhara—to dis¬ 

play his power to her, in the vain hope 
that he might thereby win her love! 

Poor fool ! how little he knew of 
the road to a woman’s affections. It 

was like sending messengers of peace 
upon cannon balls, bomb shells, and 

rockets! 
Yiola was not to be moved. Threats 

and denunciations—hard words, and 

pompous displays—it was all the same 

to her. 
She loved i^ryan Blonday, and him 

only. 
But we must return to Bryan. 
He commenced his second day s 

march with the greatest eagerness 

Every step of his noble horse bore him 
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Dearer to (Lose sceiu's oiidcared lo Ids 

memory, and indelibly impressed upon 

Ids heart. The region in which he 

had spent in his boyhood ; where he 

had loved, where he had been beloved, 

would soon open upon him, and he 

could not restrain an elevation of the 
feelings, an eagerness that would mani¬ 

fest itself in spite of his resistance. 

The path, or rude road, pursued by 

the little party, was much more smooth 

and free from ol)structions than on the 

previous day. Consequently they were 

enabled to to make more speed, and 

the sun was yet some distance from 

the western horizon when Bryan or¬ 

dered a halt, a few miles above the 

ford. 

He informed his companions of the 

reasons for his early halt. He in¬ 

tended to visit the settlement, and he 

did not deem it prudent to venture too 

near widi the whole party, for fear of 

discovery by some of the agents of 

Hans. 

His comrades assented to his ar¬ 

rangements. 

The supper was prepared earley ; 

after this, the arrangements of the 
night were completed, and just as the 

sun was sinking in the west, Bryan, 

entirely alone, and on foot, started for 

the settlement. 

How lightly he pursued his solitary 

path, and how lively were the emo¬ 

tions of his heart. 

“If I could only see Carl Knipper,’’ 

ne exclaimed, “ possibly I could en¬ 

joy an interview with Yiola. Oh 1 that 

would be so delightful, for it seems as 

if our senaration had endured an age!” 

It was dark when he roacln.d the 

ford, quite dark, but llryan had no 

fears. He was thoroughly acquainted 

with the ground, indeed, he knew everj 

stone. 

He succeeded in crossing in safety, 

but just as he was crossing the oppo¬ 

site bank, he discovered the figure of 

some person moving toward him. 

Knowing that flight would only be¬ 

tray him, and hoping in the darkness 

to pass unobserved, he kept on his 

way. 

He had proceeded but a little dis¬ 

tance, before a voice hailed him. 

“ Halt I and give the countersign!'* 

“ What can this mean ?” thought 

Bryan. “ Han’s Yan Kempeii’s castle 

become a military post since my ab¬ 

sence. The voice is a strange one too 

It cannot be ; some one thinks to prac 

tice on my fears.” 

And he was pursuing his way with¬ 

out regarding the challenge. 

“ Hall! repeated the voice, wdth 

startling earnestness, and the unknown 

man advanced tow^ard him. 

“ Who are you ?” asked Bryan, as 

the man approached him, he discovered 

that he w'ore a red coat and carried a 

musket. 

“ Give me the countersign, I repeat,” 

said the soldier. 

“ What if I do not kn^w it ?” asked 
Bryan. 

“Then you must go with me to the 
guard-house.” 

“The devil I will. These are new 

arrangements for Yan Kempeu’s cas¬ 

tle. Let me fcnow wdien it happened 

that a man could not pass out and iu 
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to his bouse without the choice of a 

countersign and a guarddiouse V’ 

“If you reside here, you know as 

well as 1 do,” replied the sentinel. “If 

you are a stranger, you may deliver 

yourself up to me, and I will conduct 

you to safe quarters.” 

“I am obliged to you,” said the 

youth. “ When I reach the settle¬ 

ment, I have a home of my owm.” 

“ And your name ?” 

“No matter about the name. I do 

not recognize your right to ask it. I 

have been absent some two w^eeks or 

thereabouts, and when I left, the 

place wms destitute of soldiers or 

guards.” 

“ But it is now supplied with both,” 

said the soldier. 

“No matter. You must not detain 

me. Stand aside and let me pass. I 

am somewhat in haste!” 

Bryan was resolute, yet he feared 

that he had thoughtlessly involved 

himself in difficulty. 

“ I repeat, and for the last time,” 

replied the soldier, “ that you connot 

pass without the countersign.” 

“ What am I to do. Let me go 

back then.” 

“ I cannot.” 

“ Well.” 

“ You must go to the guard-house.” 

“ 1 will not.” 

“ You will,cried the soldier, bring¬ 

ing his musket to a shoulder. “If 

you do not like that, I will take you 

before a magistrate. If you are a 

residentof the settlement, he will know 

you 0.nd release you at once. If you 

•tfer to resist, I will fire upon you!’? 

“ Who is this magistrate ?” asked 
Bryan. 

“ You a resident and not know ?” 

“There was none in the settlement 

when I left.” 

“Do you know Hans Yan Kern 

})en ?” 

“ Yes.” 
“ He is the magistrate.” 

Bryan started. He was perplexed 

“ Will you go with me?” asked the 

soldier. 

With the exception of a short knife, 

designed more for culinary necessities 
* 

of the soldier, than for a weapon of 

defence, Bryan wms unarmed. After 

a moment’s reflection, he resolved to 

submit to the soldier ; and when he 

arrived near the village, to seize upon 

an opportunity and make his escape 

“Yes, I wdll go wdth yon.” 

“ Are you armed ?” 
“ No.” 
“ Give me your arm then.” 

And Bryan linked his arm within 

the soldier’s, and they moved on in the 

direction of the settlement. 

As they approached the place, the 

youth intently wmtehed an opportunity 

of attempting his escape. • 

How much more earnest in the 

matter would he have been had he 

known of the proceedings of Hans 

during his absence. He was ignorant 

of the existence of a jail, ignorant 

that a reward was oflered for his ap¬ 

prehension. 

Fortune was against the youth, 

The soldier kept a firm grasp upon his 

arm, and when within a short distance 

of the village, he was joined by a com¬ 

panion in a red coat. 
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As he approached the glooniy-look- 

ing edifice, he was completely sur¬ 

prised. The a])pearancc of the prison 

seemed like the work of enchantment. 

When he departed from the place, the 

spot it occupied was vacant. Unable 

to restrain his wonder, he asked : 

“ What place is this V’ 

“ By the Gods exclaimed the sen¬ 

tinel, “ I believe you are an arch im¬ 

poster. But a little while ago, you 

pretended that you were a resident of 

the settlement, and you do not know 

the prison 

“ TJit Prison 

“ Aye P’ your lodging place for to¬ 

night.’^ 
Bryan was confounded. 

“ But you promised to take me be¬ 

fore the magistrate.” 

‘‘ But not to-night.” 

“ And why ?” 

“The Patroon must not be dis¬ 

turbed.” 

“The devil, sir! Take me before 

him at once. I will teach you that 1 

am a resident of the place, and that 

Hans Yan Kempen is my schoolfellow. 

Take me before him, I say!” 

“Not so fast, young man. For the 

night you will tarry here. Your ac¬ 

commodation will be spacious, airy, 

and clean, for you are the first occu¬ 

pant.” 

Bryan saw that resistance would be 

worse than useless, and he suffered 

himself to be conducted within the 

jail. 

Alas! for the bright anticipations 

with which he had set out upon his 

ill-starred visit 

CHAPTEB IX. 

THE D 0 U B LE RESCUE. 

Not a ray of light, not a solitary 

glimnu *, penctrathd the compartment 

of the prison in which Bryan Blonday 

was confined. All was enveloped in a 

darkness as profound as the grave, or 

that wherewith Egypt was afflicted in 

the olden time. The air was close 

and suffocating, and for some time af¬ 

ter his incarceration, his situation w^as 

intolerable. 

Hope did hot desert the young 

man. 

Luckily for us, this hope, this main 

stay and })rop of the human mind, in 

situations of distress and gloom, is the 

last feeling to desert us. The first to 

nring light upon our darkness, it 

clings to us until the grave closes over 

us. 

nans Yan Kempen, he thought, 

would not harm him. He dare not. 

He had been guilty of no crime, and 

he was free! 

After much reflection, he concluded 

the morning would 'witness his libera¬ 

tion, and soon after arriving at this 

conclusion be fell asleep, and forgot 

his troubles in pleasant dreams. 

The fife and drum of the red-coats 

aroused him at sun-rise. 

“This unpleasant drum will soon 

cease,” he said, “ and then I shall be 

permitted to visit my friends. I won 

der if the good Peter Schnapps has 

heard of my mishap ?” ^ 

Bryan forgot that he was unknown 

to the sentinel who had arrested him. 
« 

and that his friends must remain in ig^ 

norance of his fate until he had been 
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brought before Ilaiis, and recog¬ 

nized! 

The hours moved slowly away, and 

yet Bryan was left to solitude. No 

one approached liim. 

“ Was it possible that he was for¬ 

gotten 

In the morning, after the usual 

breakfast hour, the sentinel who had 

arrested Bryan, entirely ignorant of 

the value of his capture, went up to 

the Castle to report to the Batroou. 

Hans had just finished his breakfast, 

and was walking upon the lawn when 

the soldier approached him. 

“ I have come to report to you,’’ he 

said. “ I was the captain of the watch 

last night.” 

‘‘ Well.” 

“ I arrested a stranger.” 

“ Go on.” 

“ I discovered him crossing the 

ford, and at once took him into cus¬ 

tody. lie refused to give up his 

name.” 

“ Where is he ?” 

* In the jail.” 

“ Describe his person.” 

“That I cannot do. In the dark¬ 

ness I could see but little of it.” 

“ Was he young or old ?’’ 

“ A young man.” 

“ I will attend to it.” 

The sentinel bowed and departed. 

“If it were only Bryan Blondayl” 

exclaimed Hans, “ then would my 

dearest wish be gratified.” 

He retired to his library, and in the 

turmoil and perplexity of his business 

he forgot his prisoner. 
His conversation with the seidJnel 

did not occur to him until nearly night, 

then he remembered it, and exciaira 
ed : 

“ Ah! that pool devil of a prisoner! 

I had forgotten him. Doubtless it is 

some poor traveller, who will feel but 

little gratified for his gratuitous acconi 

modations.” 

And leisurely Hans walked toward 

the jail. 

Having jirocnred the keys of the 

man on duty, he entered the prkon. 

Bryan heard his approach, and he 

arose from tlie rough floor upon which 

he had been sitting, and prepared for 

the interview. 

Hans Yan Kemperx fairly shrieked 

with joy when he discovered that the 

prisoner was the very man he de¬ 

sired. 
He uttered not a word, but closed 

the door hastily, and upon his egres? 

ordered the guard to be doubled. 

“The Gods have favored me!” lie 
exclaimed, as he walked hastily to¬ 

ward his home. “ Now shall my 

vengeance be gratified, and the proud 

Yiola Fordham be humbled.” 

He could hardly contain himself.— 

He rubbed his hands, he chuckled, and 

experienced all the gratification of a 

vulgar mind at an advantage over a 

person that he hated. 

“ We shalhsee now!” he cried, “if 

my power is to be divided, and my 

charity spurned by a low mendicant— 

a beggar—a nameless—fatherless— 

motherless outcast!” 

And he gloated over his intended 

vengeance like a tiger over his fallen 

victim. 
Arrived at his own liouse, he dis¬ 

closed liis good fortune to Naomi, his 
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nonsekeeper. This was eijiiivalent to 

publishing it upon the liouseto]), for 

the servants were at once informed of 

it. 

From thence it spread with rapidity 

through the settlement. 

Bryan Blonday was a prisoner! 

Some it startled, and some heard it 

with indifference. 

Hans could not forego the pleasure, 

the malicious satisfaction of imparting 

the news to Yiola in person. He felt 

that the pain he would inflict would in 

a measure compensate him for the in¬ 

sults he had endured at her hands. 

He hastened to her room, and found 

her within it. 

Ho at once commenced the grateful 

task before him. 

“ You remember our former conver¬ 

sation, doubtless. Then you bid defi¬ 

ance to my power, and dared the 

storm I warned you to beware of Now 

the storm has commenced.” 

‘‘ Really I” 
“ Bryan Blonday is in my prison.” 

A blow from an assassin could not 

have surprised the beautiful girl more 

than did this announcement. 

“ How ?” she asked, lier bloodless 

lips slightly parted, and her eyes filling 

with tears. 

Hans repeated the annonn(*eraent 

with malignant em})hasis. 

Viola felt that the storm had in¬ 

deed commenced. She could not re¬ 

ply to her brutal tormentor. 

“ What say you now ?” asked Hans, 

“ do you defy me still ? Hoes your 

fortitude forsake you ?” 

Viola’s tears fell fast. 

‘'Weep!” he said. “ It is the pro- 

vimm of a woman fo shed tears. Had 

you heeded my warning voice, jou 

might have spared this misery, you 

might have rejoiced with me!” 

“ Leave me!” cried Viola. “ Both 

your manner and your person are 

odious. Leave me!” 

“Ha! ha!” 

The Patroon laughed deridingly. 

“Not so fast, my pretty one. Let 

me tell you all. Bryan Blonday is not 

only my prisoner, but he dies. As 

sure as there is a God above us, he 

shall be executed!” 

Viola uttered a shriek, and before 

Hans could prevent her, she fell to the 

floor insensible. 

In alarm the ruffian called the maid, 

and then returned to his library. 

It wns a long time before Viola re¬ 

covered, and even then she felt that 

death would be a relief. 

The terrible threat of her cousin 

rang in her ears, and fdled her soul 

with a sickening fear. 

Could it be possible that Bryan w'as 

a prisoner ? 

Carl Knipper, the faithful Carl, 

was deeply affected wdien he learned 

of his young friend’s calamity. He im¬ 

mediately refilled his pipe, and as soon 

as he could avoid observation, hasten¬ 

ed to the inn of Peter Schnapps, he 

seated himself in one corner, sad 
enough. 

By and by the company that was col 

lected on his arrival se])arated, and he 

was alone with Peter. 

“Have you hearl the news?” he 
asked. 

“No.” 
“ Come near me, tl on. I dare uci“ 
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whisper above my In’ealh. The very 

waJs have ears/^ 

Peter approached his friend. 

“ Bryan is a prisoner in the jail.^’ 

Great God!’’ cried J*eter, “ it is 

impossible!” 

‘‘It is true.” 

Witli difficulty Peter could refrain 

from shedding tears. 

“ When did this occur?” 

Carl informed him. 

“Alas! alas !” ejaculated the land¬ 

lord. 

“ What shall we do ?” asked Carl. 

“ What can we do ?” returned Peter. 

“ Wait a little,” said Carl. “The 

matter is not ripe yet. Let us first 

see the disposition that Ilans makes of 

him. Perhaps he may discharge him.” 

“ Yes,” said Peter bitterly, “ when 

the wolf discharges the lamb. But 

how was Bryan taken? I thought he 

was at Stanwix long ere this. IIow 

and where was he taken ?” 

“ I know not.” 

“ Strange !” said Peter., ‘ IIoa\ 

know you that he is taken at all ?” 

“I learned it from Ilans.” 

Peter’s lugubrious face brightened. 

“ Then perhaps it is a lie, only told 

by the Patraon for some base purpose 

I do not credit the report.” 

Carl insisted upon its truth, and left 

the inn as sad and sorrowful as he 

had entered it. 

“Poor Yiola !” he mutfered. “I 

am sure it will break her heart, and 

then Bryan will die, even if Hans 

does not kill him 

Throughout the whole of that day 

and night, Bryan remaiued in his soli¬ 

tary prison, destitute of food and 
drink. 

“ Curse upon the murderer!” he ex¬ 

claimed, as he paced his narrow apart¬ 

ment to and fro, “ does he intend to 

star^(i^3 me into passiveness before I am 

brought before him ?” 

The following morning the soldier 

upon duty furnished him a scanty sup¬ 

ply of coarse food. 

Soon after he had partaken of the 

ungrateful repast, a strong guard en¬ 

tered the prison, and he was con¬ 

ducted to the Castle for the purpose 

of an examination. 

Yearly the whole settlement, men, 

women, and children, were collected 

about the prison when Bryan emerged, 

to obtain a sight of their favorite. 

He was pale, but firm and collected, 

and a buzz of sympathy and admira¬ 

tion greeted his appearance. 

The youth recognized his friends by 

a graceful inclination of his head, and 

passed on with the guard. 

Peter Schnapps had placed himself 

close to the door of the jail, in order 

to speak with his young favorite, but 

he found it impossible to do so. With 

the crowd he followed cn toward the 

castle. 

At the great gate that opened upon 

the lawn some confusion ensued. The 

crowd were determined to pass in with 

the prisoner and hear the examination, 

and this the soldiers would not per¬ 

mit. 

Order was at length restored, and 

the people excluded. Entirely un¬ 

friended, Bryan was conducted to the 

presence of Hans. 
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Patrooii was' seated at his li¬ 

brary, awaiting the arrival of his pri¬ 

soner. He received him witli a frown, 

and when order was obtained lie 

said : 

''Bryan Blonday! Yon are arraigned 

lie fore me on a charge of treason, and 

of stealing into this settlement at 

night time, for mischievous purposes! 

What do you say to it V' 

“ That it is false 1^’ 

" Indeed!’’ 

"Aye! and you know it to be 

false. I am a resident of this settle¬ 

ment, and wms returning to my home, 

wdien intercepted by your patrol. It 

is my privilege to visit the place!” 

"Aye! but the treason. Do you 

deny the charge of treason to his 

Majesty’s government? Are you not 

a Whig ?” 

" I do not deny it!” 

" And jmu are a soldier, too, in the 

rebel army—in arms against the sov¬ 

ereign, for you wear a uniform that I 

recognise.” 

Bryan was silent. 

" What do you say to this charge?” 

" By what authority do you arraign 

me ?” 

" By the authority of my commis¬ 

sion as a king’s magistrate.” 

" Have you a jurisdiction over a 

charge of treason ?” 

"If to love my country—to be 

willing to serve it, and, if needs be, 

to die for it, is treason, then I am 

guilty!” said Bryan proudly, folding 

his arms upon his chest, and gazing 

scornfully upon Hans. 

"Enough!” cried the Patroon.— 

" Conduct him to the prison again, and 

mark me, if he escape, the severest 

punishment shall be awarded you! 

Hernove him at once!” 

The examination was brief. 

Bryan felt that he was a doomed 

man, yet his confidence and his cour¬ 

age did not forsake him. 

" His po’wer over me can extend no 

further than imprisonment,” he said, 

after his return to the jail, " and it 

will indeed be curious if I cannot ef¬ 

fect my escape from this tenement.” 

Bryan Blonday knew the baseness 

of the Patroon’s heart, but he did not 

know its bitter malignity. 

After the departure of the prisoner, 

Hans paced his room impatiently, ap¬ 

parently in a great quandary. 

"Now,” he muttered, "it needs 

prudent management to make this 

fortunate capture avail me. If I can 

work upon the fears of Viola, if she 

knows that I will sacrifice Bryan, un¬ 

less she bestows her hand upon me, 

such is the nobleness, the geiierositv 

of her nature, that she wmuld consent 
to save his life!” 

And he pondered deeply on bis 
idea. 

" It is worth the trial,” he said. ^ 

can but fail, and shall, even then, lose 

nothing of my vengeance.” 

And when questioned respecting the 

fate of Bryan, he answered somewhat 
sternly : 

“The punishment of treason is 
death.” 

\ iola Fordham knew of her lover’s 

arraignment, knew of the charges that 

had been preferred against Inm. Wheo 
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she learned that he "was rejiianded to 

the jail, tlic worst fears of her lieart 

were fully aroused. 

Day and iiiglit slie wept over Ids 
fate. 

Of Ilaiis slie entertained a deep- 

seated dread. Wliether it is that wo¬ 

man can more readily divine the heart 

of man, or that men are less cautious, 

or more open and destitute of deceit 

before them, I know not, but Yiola 

knew that Bryan J^londay was doomed. 

She knew7 also, that Hans would exe¬ 

cute him, without regard to the law, 

and without a twinge of remorse. 

What could she do to avert his 

fate. 

She was determined to attempt an 

interference. 

At length her futile invention hit 

upon a plan, and she resolved to try it. 

Only one thought possessed her 

heart, and that was, the liberation of 

her lover at all hazards. 

She asked an interview of Hans. 

The brute laughed. 

“Indeed!’’ he said, “the proud 

beauty yields already. I feel that I 

fhall succeed !” 

Of course he consented to the de¬ 

sired meeting. 

Yiola was very pale when she cn 

tered the Patroon’s presence. She 

had l)een weeping bitterly, and her 

eyes were red and-swollen. 

Hans remarked her appearance, 

and the evidence of her intense suf¬ 

fering afforded him satisfaction. 

“ Perhaps !” he thought “she does 

not think so lightly of my power at 

ibis time.” 

He presented her a chair, and was 

remarkably formal and })olite, «.* 

though it was very frigid. 

“ 1 have solicited this interwiew,^ 

she said, “in order to effect a com¬ 

promise with you.” 

“Really!” said Hans, affecting sur¬ 

prise, “ this is a condescention that I 

did not expect, aifter what has passed.” 

“ Will you hear my proposals ?” 

“ I will. I will not retort upon 

the scorn and contempt with which 

you received my former solicitations.” 

“ Bryan Blonday is your prisoner ?” 

“ There is nothing more certain,” 

“Would anything induce you to re¬ 

lease him ?” 

“ Would you corrupt me, madam ?’^ 

“ What mean you ?” 

“Am I not a king’s officer ? In 

this matter with Bryan Blonday, I ain 
0 

not acting upon my individual respon¬ 

sibility. I am a government officer 

I must do my duty!” 

Yiola w^as discouraged, but her de¬ 

termination increased. 

“ You surely have the pow'er to free 

him if you choose ?” 

“Oh! I could do so, to be sure.” 

“ Will you ?” 

“ Woman! you know not w'hat you 

ask!” 

“ I ask the freedom of one wdio 

never injured yon.” 

“ I repeat, that personal matters 

have nothing to do with this affair.” 

“ Hear me, Hans! You know the 

extent of my fortune ? 

“ I do.” 

“It is in your custody ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ If you wall release Bryan Blon- 
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day this niglit, every dollar of it shall 

be jour owii!’^ 

This was a teui})tiiig offer, a inag- 

ciilieeiit offer. TIio eyes of the I'a- 

trooii glowed under the feelings it 

excited. 

Yiola watched his feelings closely, 

iis they were shadowed in his couiite- 

nance. The hope increased, and she 

construed his prolonged silence into a 

favorable consideration of the pro¬ 

posal. 

“ Is it a bargain she asked ear¬ 

nestly. 
“ If I refuse, I can obtain her hand 

for the same favor,’’ thought Hans, 

and he answered : 

“ I cannot consent.” 

Yiola was disappointed, most grevi- 

ously disappointed. 

“Itis all I have!” slie said, de- 

Bpondingly. 

“Woman! said Hans slowly, as¬ 

suming a virtue that he did not pos¬ 

sess. “You have mistaken me. I 

am not the sordid wretch you would 

believe me to be, not by a vast deal. 

You seem to be deeply interested in 

behalf of this young man.” 

I am.” 

““ And desire his life ?” 

in your reach!” 
“ Keep me no longer m suspense 

Ijiit name them.” 

“ Bestow your hand u}jon me this 

r ight, and the next moment Bryan 

Blonday is free to go where he 

chooses.” 

“Oil! God!” exclaimed the agon¬ 

ised girl, clasping her hands and gaz¬ 

ing imploringly in the face of her cou¬ 

sin. 

“ Do you accep: the terms ?” 

“ I cannotgroaned Yiola 

“ Then he dies!” 

“ Oh, say not so, Ilansl” 

“ I repeat it, he dies!” 

Yiola wept. 

“ The price is reasonable continu¬ 

ed Hans, “ and you say the boon is 

important to your happiness.” 

“ I cannot wed you!” repeated Yi¬ 

ola. “ I cannot render myself so base 

in my own eyes. Listen, Hans! You 

would not want for your wife one 

whose heart was entirely given to an¬ 

other—one who could not love you, 

who could not return your affection. 

To consent to this, would be to entail 

perpetual misery on us both. No, no, 

Hans, take the fortune, but do not ask 

my person!” 

“ Above my own.” 

“Now, hear me! It is in your 

.power to save him.” 

“ Oh! mention the terms!” ex¬ 

claimed the fair girl, eagerly. 

“ It is for no light consideration 

that I would venture upon this step— 

Cor no gold, no honor.” 

“ Mention the terms.” 

“They ai’e easy, and perfectly wiLh- 

“ I have said,” replied Hans, “ what 

I would do, and you may depend on 

my firmness. Give me your hand at 

the altar, and Bryan Blonday is free ; 

refuse me and he dies, and you . may 

enjoy the reflection, that you might 

have saved his life, but would nat. 

Who, then, is his murderer ? It is not 
VI it 

These terrible words sank into the 
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heart of the maiclei], like lines of fire. 

It seemed that her straining bosom 

would burst, so intensely was her grief 

excited, but Hans seemed as cold and 

unmoved, as an iccburg. It was a 

^earful struggle. 

‘‘ Time is pressing,^^ said Hans, who 

saw the impression his words had 

made, and who knew he had much to 

gain by delay ; “ time is pressing, and 

perhaps you are not exactly prepared 

td give my proposition a definite 

reply at this time. For your sake, 

and as evidence that I respect your 

feelings, I give you until to-morrow 

night for thought. In the meantime, 

I pledge you that nothing shall be 

done in Bryan’s case. At that time 

I will come for your answer.” 

This delay was a great relief to 

Viola. She eagerly embraced it, and 

with a tottering step she left the 

room. 

How deep and bitter was her grief 

when she returned to the solitude of 

her own chamber. 

What 'was life to her without Bryan 

Blonday ? Nay, how miserable, how 

loathsome would be the life she should 

lead as the wife of Hans Van Kem- 

pen. 

In fact, she doubted if Bryan 

would accept of his life upon such 

kerms. She iMiew of the ardent, entire, 

devoted love that he bore her, and did 

not doubt but he would prefer death to 

her loss. 

Yet could she consent to his exe¬ 

cution ? She knew that she could 

save him, and if she refused or ne¬ 

glected to do so, would her own con¬ 

science hold her guiltless ? 

What could she do ? 

There was but a single alternative 

‘‘ Oh 1” she exclaimed eagerly j “ if 

Bryan could escape 1 If he could be 

released, it would prove a double res¬ 

cue : it would remove him from a ter¬ 

rible doom, and me from a horrible di¬ 
lemma!” 

But alas ! there was no hope of an 

escape, no chance for one. Pie was 

in a stout prison, and armed men sur¬ 

rounded it 

CHAPTEB X. 

THE SIGNAL LIGHT. 

It was somewhat late in the after¬ 

noon on the day following Bryan’s 

capture, when a stout, ruby-faced 

horseman crossed the ford below Van 

Kempen’s Castle, and rode leisurely 

toward the village. He was some¬ 

what coarsely, yet comfortably clad, 

and as he passed along the highway, 

he seemed to scrutinize every object 

that he saw. The beast that he be¬ 

strode was fat and sleek, yet it was 

not destitute of those unmistakable 

points that denote both speed and 

bottom. 

As the sentinels of the loyal Patroon 

were not on duty through the day, the 

stranger was not challenged, but ho 

went forward without interruption 

until he finally halted before the door 

of the village inn. 

Here he leisurely dismounted, and 

throwing the reins to Peter, and or¬ 

dering his horse to be properly cared 

for, he entered the bar-room and seated 

himself. 

Several of the neighbors were C07i 
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gregated iu the bar-room, and their 

conversation related to the unexpected 

arrest of Bryan Blonday. 

The stranger apparently paid no 

heed to their discourse. Occasionally 

he hummed a tune, sometimes he 

whistled, and as soon as Peter 

Schnapps returned from his stable, he 

made a demand for something where¬ 

with to refresh his inner man. 

Peter compounded the required 

beverage, and eyed his guest keenly. 

He was confident that he had seen 

the face before, but where, or under 

what circumstances, he could not 

tell. 

The stranger did not regard the 

scrutiny with which he was observed. 

He quaffed his liquor and seemed re¬ 

solutely bent upon minding his 

own business, a circumstance some¬ 

what remarkable in these gossiping ( 

and inquisitive days. 

One after the other of the villagers 

left the bar-roam, and after an hour or 

thereabouts, the stranger found him¬ 

self alone with the landlord. He then 

made several peculiar flourishes with 

his arms, and Peter, with a most joy¬ 

ous smile, exclaimed : 

“Ah! may the gods be thanked! 

This is indeed fortunate! I am re¬ 

joiced to see you, though I did not 

recognize you at first. And how are 

the Blue Brotherhood, one and all 

“Hist!” cried the stranger, “we 

shall be overheard. Conduct me to a 

private room, where we can converse.”, 

Peter at once complied with this re¬ 

quest, and led the stranger to a re¬ 

tired back room. 

“Now tell me all about Bryan 

Blonday,” he said, seating himself, 

“ It is upon his account that I am 

here.” 

“ And is the youth one of you ?” 

“Yes.” 

“God ]je tli^nkcd for that, for now 

I know that he is not without friends. 

He is fortunate.” 

And Peter related all that he knew 

of the capture. 

“Unfortunate indeed!” said the 

stranger, who was ouo of the soldiers 

attached to Bryan’s expedition. “We 

waited his returnn with the greatest 

impatience in the wood above here, 

and were finally persuaded that mis¬ 

fortune had befallen him. I have 

come to devise some /licans for his as¬ 

sistance. Where is he confined ?” 

“ In the jail.” 

“ Is it a strong place ?” 

“ A new edifice, just erected.” 

“ But it can be forced ?” 

“ It is strongly guarded ” 

“ Indeed!” 

“Yes. Our worshipful Patroon has 

a squad of red-coats quartered on his 

premises, and at present they have 

nothing to do but to guard the pris¬ 

oner.” 

The eyes of the stranger twinkled 

“ It will be fine sport, then. Bryon, 

of course, will not be tamely surren¬ 

dered by the Blue Brotherhood. Now 

I must remain here, and yet it is ne¬ 

cessary that I should confer with my 

companions. How can I do this with¬ 

out exciting sus|)icion ?” 

Peter mused for a moment, and then 

answered : 

“ I wish you had arrived but a few 
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moments before. Then one of Bry¬ 

an’s friends was here. I can see him, 

however, and then we can devise a 

plan. The village is guarded at every 

avenue in the night.” 

‘•‘The devil! Of what is the Pa- 

troon’s suspicions ?” 

Tliat he keeps a profound secret. 
i think, however, that Carl Knipper 

could take you out in a canoe.” 

And who is this Carl Knipper ?” 

'‘Tlie Patroon’s servant.” 

'‘But can he be depended on ? In 

this malter there must not be the 

chance of mistake.” 

“ I will answer for Carl. He is one 

of Bryan’s firmest friends; a good 

Whig at heart, though compelled like 

all of us, to disguise his sentiments. 

I will answer for his fidelity with my 

h*lb.” 

“ Then see him by all means. If he 

vvill consent to our desires, let him 

meet me here to-night after dark, and 

in the mean time, if any inquiries are 

made concerning me, let it be given 

out thai I am a traveller journeying 

eastward to my home.” 

“ I will do so,” said Peter 

And himself and the Blue Brother 

returned to the bar-room. 

The moment that an opportunity 

occurred, Peter left the inn and has¬ 

tened to the Castle. lie prowled 

around the walls until he caught a 

view of Carl, and then drew his at 

tention by a peculiar kind of whistle. 

In a short time Carl was beside him. 

“ Good news!” said Peter. “Great 

uews!” 

Tell it,” said Carl 

“ The Blue Brotherhood are detei^ 

mined to release Bryan.” 

“ The Blue Brotherhood!” 

“ Aye, the lad is one of them.” 

In a twinkling Carl’s short pipe was 

taken from his mouth, filled with the 

aromatic weed, and then he busied 

himself with his flint and tinder.— 

After he had emited one or two 

clouds of the grateful smoke, he said ; 

“ Is it possible ?” 

“ True, and we want your assist¬ 

ance.” 

“ Command me.” 

“ I knew you,” said Peter, “ you 

v/ould do anything for Bryan.” 

“Anything to relieve him of his 

danger.” 

Peter then explained the desire of 

the soldier at his house, to visit his 

companions in the wood. 

“ Carl replied:” 

“ That is easily done. Ko one sus¬ 

pects their presence in this region.— 

After dark I will take a boat, and un¬ 

der the old pretence of a fishing voy 

age, I will come to the little cove at 

the foot of your garden. Let the 

soldier meet me there, and I will con¬ 

vey him where he pleases. We can 

avoid the sentry.” 

“Admirable!” cried Peter. “I 

will arrange the matter. Do not fail 

in your appointment.” 

“ I will not ; but you must not ex¬ 

pect me until dark. I cannot escape 

from the Castle before that time.” 

The friends parted. Carl returned 

to his avocations, and Peter returned 

to the inn, to acquaint his guest with 

his success. 
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Pnactual to the hour, Carl made 

bis appearance in the little cove with 

a light bark canoe, which he managed 
with the most practical skill. The 
Blue Brother was awaiJng him in 

company with Peter, and as soon as a 
mutual recognition had been brought 

about by the mediation of the land¬ 
lord, the soldier seated himself in the 
trail boat, and it shot out into the 
stream as noiseless as a phantom. 

“ Where are your friends V’ asked 
Carl, when they had gained the mid¬ 
dle of the stream. 

“ I cannot tell exactly in the dark- 
ness7' was the reply, ‘‘ we will land 
upon the north bank, a mile or so 

above here, and then we will pursue 
our journey upon the land. I will 

warrant that none of the Patroords 
soldiers will molest us.’’ 

Carl plied the oars vigorously, and 
they affected a landing without anv 
difficulty. 

“ Now secure the boat,” said the 
Blue Brother, “ and we will find my 
companions.” 

Carl secured the boat by a rope at¬ 
tached to it, and then proceeded with 
his companion through the dark 
woods. The walking was anything 
but agreeable, and many a fall and 

thump from overhanging limbs was the 
reward of the adventurers. 

At intervals the Blue Brothei* halted 
and uttered a signal. 

At length he received an answer. 
“ That’s them,” exclaimed the Blue 

Brother, and he increased his speed, 
and redoubled his signals. 

At length Carl discovered a group 

o: 

of mcri and liorses iri a cleared spa^, 

at some divStnnee in advance. 

“ Now,” said the soldier, turning 

toward him, “ you may halt here. In 

my conference I must be alone. Not 
that I distrust your discretion or your 
honesty, but it is one of the rules of 
our organization.” 

Carl expressed himself contented, 
and seated himself upon a log. 

The stranger proceeded to the clear¬ 
ing* 

He had no sooner arrived in the 

opening than he wms sun*ounded by 
his comrades, all eagerly encjuiring 
for Bryan. 

The soldier related the history ol 

his caj)ture. 

A gloomy silence succeeded this an¬ 
nouncement. 

The companion of Carl was the first 
to speak. 

“ Notv,” said he, “ our course is a 
clear one. You must return to our 

camp, and acquaint Captain Drake of 

the youth’s calamity. Let him return 
with the whole command, and then 
we will assault the prison. I will re¬ 
turn to the settlement, where I can 

tarry unexpected, and watch the pro¬ 
gress of events. When you arrive at 

this place, or hereabouts, halt until it 
is dark, and then fire a tall dry tree. 
If all things are in order for an at¬ 

tempt, your signal shall be answered 
by a similar one, and a guide shall 

meet you and conduct you across the 
ford to the settlement.” 

The soldiers consented to this ar¬ 
rangement.” 

Beturn with the firsit streak of 
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dawn, and toll Captain Drake that a 

delay will be dangerous. I^he Tory 

Patroou is malicious and vindictive, 

and he thirsts for the young man^s 
blood.” 

The Bine Brothers promised dilli- 
gence, and the soldier returned to the 
waiting of Carl. 

‘‘Now we will return,” he said ; 

*‘my business is completed. If your 
master only defers his proceedings for 

a few days, your friend Bryan Blonday 
will be saved.” 

“ May the lord grant it,” 

And he landed his friend in safety, 

at the bottom of Peter’s garden. 

Peter was alone in his bar-room, 

waiting the arrival of his guest. He 

listened to the recital of the arrange¬ 

ments that had been made, with a 
pleased countenance, and retired to 

his bed, fully determined to see Bryan, 

when he was removed to the castle for 
examination. 

In this intention the worthy inn¬ 

keeper was disappointed, as we have 

already seen. 

The Blue Brother continued to 

abide at the inn, without exciting sus¬ 

picion. He feigned a sort of com¬ 

fortable illness as a reason for defering 

his journey, though it must be con¬ 

fessed, that his full form and ruddy 

visage rendered the nature of his dis¬ 

temper somewhat doubtful. 

He sauntered through the settle¬ 

ment frequently. With a keen and 

critical eye he examined the prison, 

noted its form, its probable strength, 

and the number of its guards, and 

their appointments. 

He had frccjueut iuterview's with 

Curl Kiiipper. The worthy servant 

had already selected a tree, and col¬ 

lected combustibles for the a nswering 

signal, in case ft should be necessary 

to use one, and beside, he had con¬ 

sented to go to the lurking-place of 

the Brotherhood, when they arrived, 

and conduct them across 'the ford U 

the settlement. 

He had also rendered himself useful 
in collecting all the information possi¬ 

ble to be secured, regarding the de¬ 

termination of Hans, his master, and 

the consequent fate of Bryan. 

On the day after the interview ot 

Yiola with the Patroon, the distressed 
female sent for Carl. The faithful Sa¬ 

rah Fielding wms the -bearer of the 

message, and she conducted the sur 
prised menial to her mistress. 

When Carl was m the room slm 
withdrew. 

“ Carl, my trusty friend,” said Vi¬ 

ola, “ are you yet true to the interests 

of Bryan, or have your feelings cooled, 
now that he is a prisoner, and in dis 
tress ?” 

There was a strong expression of 
scorn on the Dutchman’s features as 

he answ^ered: 

“ Carl Knipper is poor and humble, 
but he is no traitor ! A poor man’s 
bosom can contain a true heart! 

Viola saw that the servant was sin¬ 

cere, and she hastened to soothe his 

feelings. 

“I did not doubt you, Carl, yet 

many that seemed to befriend him in 

former days, will stand aloof from him 
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DOW that adversity has him within its 
grasp !’^ 

‘‘I am but a poor adviser,’^ said 

Carl; but such as I am, I am at 

your service.’^ 
‘‘ Ts there no way, Carl, by whicli 

we can liberate Bryan—can set him 
free again 

There w^as a touching earnestness in 

the tones of the fair girl, that at once 
reached the heart of the servant. 

He shook his head doubtingly. 
“ I fear not,’^ he answered. 

“ Cannot w^e bribe the jailor—can 

not we enter the prison and remove 
him in disguise 

Carl shook his head. 

Yiola could not restrain lier tears. 
“ His fflends, Carl,” she continu¬ 

ed. ‘‘ Has he no friends ?” 
“ Many.” 
“ And are they idle in this awful 

time. Are they making no efforts for 
his release ?” 

Carl was placed in a delicate and 
painful situation. He had promised 
the most faithful and honorable secre¬ 
cy with the Blue Brother, and he dared 
divulge nothing. On the other hand, 
he was sorely distressed at the exhi¬ 
bition of Yiola’s profound grief. 

He evaded a direct reply. 
“ Undoubtedly they will do all in 

their power. I am not without hope 

that they will save his life.” 
“ Indeed.'” cried Yiola, eagerly 

catching at this consolation, feeble as 
It was. 

‘T do hope they will,” Carl repeated, 
“ Tell me why you hope so, Carl ?” 
This was a perplexing question. 

T know the interest they take in 

his welfare. I know they are devoted 

to him, and are not the men to give 

him up tamely!” 
‘‘ Would they fight for him, (kirl ?” 
“If it was necessary.” 

“ But they are few, and could not 
withstand the forces of my cousin 

Hans” 

“ Remember,” replied Carl, “ that 

the battle is not always to the strong, 
or the race to the swift ” 

“True enough, but in this matter, 

Carl, the heart desires the consolation 
of certainties.” 

Yiola felt that she must abide the 

course of events, that she could re¬ 
sort to no schemes Ijy which t-o frus¬ 

trate the intentions of Hans. She 
dismissed Carl, enjoining secrecy upon 
him—a precaution, by the way, al¬ 
together needless. 

When he had departed, she again 
gave herself up to grief, and gloomy 
forebodings. 

The time when she was to give a 
final answer to Hans, regarding his 
proposition, was rapidly apjiroaching. 

As the moments flew past, her agita¬ 
tion and perplexity increased, and she 
felt that the pains of the rack, or the 

torments of Pandemonium, would be 
a relief to her agony. 

If she refused to marry Hans, Bry¬ 

an would doubtless die. If she did 

wed, would not her discretion prove 
equally palal to her lover ? It was 

truly a desperate and awful alterna¬ 
tive! 

The increasing gloom in her apart¬ 

ment, warned her that he evening was 

approaching—the evening that was to 
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determiue her fate. Every footstep 

that echoed through the halls of the 

castle, she thought indicative of the 

approach of Ilans, and caused a fear¬ 

ful shudder at her heart. By and by, 

she wished that he loould come, in or¬ 

der that an end miglit be put to the 

sickening struggle that distressed her. 

Hans Van kempen, howcvei’, was 

playing a deep and desperate game, 

and it did not meet his views to evince 

any haste in the matter. Indeed, he 

waited until the evening was some¬ 

what advanced, before he sought his 

cousin’s apartment 
At last^ he was seated in her pre¬ 

sence. 

“ 1 have come,” he said, in a cold, 

calculating tone, “ to hear the doom 

of Bryan Blondayl” 
A sensation of faintness oppressed 

Viola, and she could not, at once re- 

ply- 
Have vou decided?” Hans asked. 

* 

With a desperate effort, Viola an¬ 

swered. 

Take the fortune, and my prayers 

for vour welfare, but ask no more!” 
“Woman!’' replied the Patroon , 

“this is trifling, and unworthy of you. 
1 have informed you of tlie terms upon 

which I will release the prisoner, 

and they are final. If you wed me 
to-morrow night, he is fi’ce, if you re¬ 

fuse, to-morrow night, he dies!” 
“Oh! Hans! Hans! You cannot 

execute liim—you dare not! It is mur¬ 

der!” 

“ Dare notP^ cried Hans, with a 

scornful sneer. Dare not, madam! 

1 swear by the great Ood that made 

me, that, I will in all things keep my 

word! If you do not wed me, Bryan 

Blonday dies, and you seal his death 

warrant!” 

“ Oh! God!” exclaimed Viola, ele 

vating her eyes, devoutly, “relievemi 

from this agony!” 

Hans arose from his chair. 

“ I thought you had determined,’ 
he said, “And would answer me 

promptly. 1 see, however, that I was 

deceived, and that you have used my 

indulgence toward you, merely for the 

purpose of tricking. I will take es¬ 

pecial care madam, that I am not de¬ 

ceived again. Let me bid you a good 

evening!” 

And he raised the door-latch to 

depart. 

Hold r almost shrieked Viola.— 

“ Hold, Hans, do not leave me yet, I 

beseach you!” 

Hans halted. 
“ Do you decide ?” 
“ I do,” answered Viola in a low 

tone. 

“ Will you wed me ?” asked Hans, 

himself deeply agitated, and hardly 

able to stand. 

“ I will.” 

Hans returned to his seat, 
“ To-morrow night, in the cliapel ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Bemember! the moment you are 

mine,Bryan Blonday is free! but up to 
the last moment, the arrangements for 
his execution shall proceed. If you 

fail, he dies,” 
And Hans left the room. 
“^yc, I will wed him!” exclaimed’ 



1 TIIU YUiLXa VATliOONYS INllKJUTAN^JK. 

Viola, with a tone and air of singular 

calmness. 
I will wed him, and save the life 

of Bryan, but the same night shall see 

me a corpse 

Hans was delighted beyond measure. 

He retired early to bed l)ut not to 

sleep > 
“ My plan has succeeded!’^ he said. 

“ I have made her comply with my 
desires. Yiola Fordham, shall be the 
wife of Hans Yan Kempen. Bryan 

is foiled 
“ There is many a slip, ’twixt the cup and the lip I” | 

The next day was dark, and lower¬ 
ing. Hans paid no heed to tlie gloom, 

but early in the morning, he hastened 
to the residence of the officiating 

Priest of the settlement, and requested 

his attendance at the chapel that eve¬ 

ning, to unite him to Yiola. 
The Priest promised compliance, 

and the Patroon returned to the castle, 

to make his preparations. 
What a day it was to Yiola Ford- 

ham! 

She was calm, perfectly quiet, but 

what a change! Every impulse of her 
soul, every emotion of her heart, every 
hope, all human feelings, were crushed 
within her! She had, in tact, but 
thought, om determination, one wish 

She would save the life of Bryan 
Blondav, and then die! 

The flight of time, she heeded not. 
When night came, she bid Sarah ar¬ 
ray her for the sacritice, and then she 
awaited the appearance of Hans. 

It was not until the darkness had 
enveloped all things, that she heard 
his knock at the door. 

She bade him enter. 

“ Are you ready he asked. 

“ Quite.’^ 
“ The carriage is at the door, let me 

Uvssist you to descend.” 
Assuming her bonnet, and throwing 

a tliick veil across her shoulders, she 

accepted the offered arm of Hans, and 

descended to the lawn, where a huge 
old-fashioned vehicle, rusted and tar¬ 

nished for want of use and care, was 

drawn up to receive her. 
As she was about to enter the ve¬ 

hicle, a bright, lurid glare, shot up in 
the northern horizon like a column 

of Gre! 
The steeds attached to the vehicle 

started, and were with difficulty re¬ 

strained by the grooms. 
‘‘What is the meaning of that?” 

asked Hans, somewhat alarmed. 
“ A boiiGre!” replied the servant. 
“For what purpose !” 
“ Doubtless, a rejoicing on your hon¬ 

ors approaching nuptials replied the 
servant. 

He had scarcely ceased speaking 
when another flame, more brilliant and 

fierce tlian the first, made its appear¬ 
ance but a short distance above them. 

“ I am certain that it is,” continued 
the servant. “ 1 heard the thing 
spoken of. By and by the whole set 
tlement will be illuminated!’' 

The answer satisfied Haiis. He as¬ 
sisted Yiola into the coach, and it 
moved off slowly in the direccion of 
the chapel. 

CHAPTER XL 

fozzi.e’s journey. 

During the stay of the attorney at 
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Van Keinpen^ OaKtle he seemed to vice to me, was one of disinterested 

have no apparent business but to have magnanimity, and it is deserving of a 

sought that region for relaxation from generous return. Let me see f he 

business. continued, musing. “ Montague ! Aye, 
Once or twice lie visited Hans^Yan that is the name of the place. Well, 

Kernpen, gave him some instructions to-morrow morning, I will journey to 

with regard to his affairs, examined that place. At present I have no busi- 
some old manuscripts, and conversed i^css to detain me.’^ 

about the country, and, in short, com- following morning saw 

pletely established the' ideas that he f'ozzle again upon the road, but this 

intended, at no distant day, to make time, his journey was eastward, toward 
the settlement his place of abode. province of Massachusetts. He 

He was cool, unobtrusive, but par- seemed to have some important visit 

ticular in his inquiries respecting the view. 
settlement and its inhabitants. This At last he arrived at Montague, a 

seemed natural enough in one who small and insignificant hamlet in the 

contemplated a residence there, and province mentioned above ; and he 
it excited no surprise, no remark. All iorthwith sought accommodation at a 
iis interrogatories were promptly little inn, the only one the place af- 

answered. forded. 

Above all things, he was particular SuCh fare as the place produced 
in his questions regarding Bryan Blon- was cheerfully accorded him by the 

day. Every particular of his life, all obsequious Boniface, 

his peculiarities of form or conduct he It was late in the day, nearly night, 

o}>tained from Fielding, for the good when the attorney arrived. His first 

old man delighted to converse about care, therefore, was for himself and 
his absent favorite. his trusty beast, and after he had 

All this information Fozzle care- partaken of supper, ample, if it was 

fully treasured. not delicate, he repaired to the bar- 

l>efore the capture of Bryan, he room, and commenced a discourse with 

icft the country and returned to his the landlord. 
fiome, much to the regret of Peter “ Have you resided here for a long 

Schnapps. time he asked. 
“ He was a most excellent man \” ex- Since my boyhood,^^ was the re¬ 

claimed the landlord, “ and a royal ply. 
customer.” “Then you must be well acquaint- 

Wh^u Fozzle reached his home, he ed with the inhabitants hereabouts 

retired io the privacy of his own ofllce, “ Intimately.” 
and unrolled the note he had taken ‘‘ Do you know any one of the name 

during his visit to Van Kempeu’s Gas- ol Bellamy ?” 
I,]0 “ Several.” 

“ Cue Samuel, I refer to.” **That hoy is a noble one. Hisser- 
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I know him well.’’ 

Does he reside far from here 

“ Some two miles upon the plains 

“ Has he a sister 

“ Several of them.’^ 

‘‘Do any of them reside wi 

him r 

“ One.’^ 
“ Will you tell me her name V 

“ Sasan/’ 

“Was she ever married?’’ 

“ ]S[o—stop—I am mistaken. She 

was married, hut it was a long time 

ago.” 
“ Fozzle’s face brightened. 

“ Is her husband dead?” 

“That I cannot say. Foi some 

reason or other, her marriage did not 

prove happy, and she returned to her 

home ; a few months afterwards, she 

went away for a short time, but re¬ 

turned again. Since that time she 

has resided with her brother.” 

“ Do you know her husband’s 

name ?” 

“ I do not.” 

“And she is yet living !” 

“She is.” 

“ I am right, in o/ic respect at least,” 

thought Fozzle. “To-morrow I will 

see her myself.” 

“ Did her husband never visit her?” 

“ Never.” 

Fozzle retired early to his bed, 

and in the morning, after receiv¬ 

ing ample directions from the publican, 

he set out on foot, for the residence of 

Bellamy. 

A pleasant, and not a long walk, 

brought him to the dwelling, which 

was small, but neat and tidy in its 

ftxUraal a^.ipearance, surrounded by 

cultivated fields, and other indications 

of moderate thrift. Without hesita- 

” tiou, Fozzle rapped at the door for ad¬ 

mission. 
It was opened by a man consider* 

ably advanced in years, and of an in* 

telligent and benevolent countenance 

Fozzle was invited to enter, and com 

plied with the invitation. 

After he was seated, he asked : 

“ Is this the residence of Samuel 

Bellamy ?” 

“It is.” 

“ Is he at home ?” 

“ I am the man.” 

An awkward pause ensued. ¥ofr 

zle was at a loss in what manner he 

should approach his busiuess. 

At length he asked : 

“ Have you a sister Susan ?” 

Bellamy seemed painfully surprised, 

but he replied: 

“ I have.” 

“ It is witli her, more particularly, 

that I would communicate. Is she at 

home ?” 

Bellamy’s painful hesitasion seemed 

to increase. The attorney observed 

it and said : 

“ I can assure you that my business 

is important, and not at all painful.” 

Bellamy seemed assured, and said : 

“ I will inform my sister of your 

desire.” 

And he left the apartment. 

Now for the decision,” thought 

Fozzle. 

“ I am certain there is no mistake 
in the matter.” 

Bellamy was a long time absent.— 

Indeed, nearly an hour elapsed before^ 

he returned. Fozzle’s patience wag 
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painfully wearied, but at length he 

lieard his approaching footsteps.— 

When he entered the room a tall and 

yet graceful woman, was leaning on 
his arm. 

The moment the attorney beheld 

her, he could not restrain his surprise, 
but cried : 

'‘I am right 

Both Bellamy and his sister were 

surprised. 

Fozzle hastened to apologise for his 
rudeness. 

The woman before him was proba¬ 

bly some fifty years old or thereabouts, 

though there were many visible traces 

of early grace and beauty, in both 

form and countenance. She was one 

of those persons upon whom time and 

misfortune appear to leave no trace. 

She was yet erect and graceful, and 
although her dark brown hair, was 

fast approaching an entire greyness, 
the fire of her dark eye was yet 

bright. 

The lady and her brother seated 
themselves, and looked at the attorney 
as if they desired him to proceed with 

his errand. 

Fozzle commenced : 
“ I have good reasons for the ques¬ 

tions I am about to propose, and should 

feel obliged if they were answered 

promptly. This lady, I believe has 

once been married.” 

The woman’s face was very pale. 

Her brother answered: 

‘‘ She was.” 

May I ask to whom ?” 

“To Abram Yan Kempen.” 

“ Of Yan Kempen’s Castle, in tlie 

Colony of New York ?” 

“Yes.” 

“ 1 was certain that 1 was not mw- 
taken.” 

“You will permit me to ask you, 

the object of these questions ?” said 
Bellamy. 

“ In one moment. One unnleasant 
X. 

question from me, and then I will eX’ 
plain all.” 

The paleness of the lady still in¬ 
creased. 

“ Did you ever know a person of the 
name of Bryan Blonday ?” 

The lady shrieked and fell, fainting 
into her brother’s arms. Fozzle has¬ 
tened to his assistance. 

A half-hour of confusion and of ex¬ 
ertions to re-animate the woman en¬ 

sued. At the expiration of that time 

she recovered, and, to the great re¬ 

lief of Fozzle, appeared calm and col¬ 
lected. 

“What know you of Bryan Blon 
day ?” she asked. 

“Will you first reply to me ?” 

“ I did know Bryan Blonday.” 

“ Describe him.” 

“ He was an infant when I knew 
him.” 

“And now he is a man!” exclaimed 
Fozzle. “ Every inch of a man, nay, 
a nobleman!” 

“ My God!” exclaimed the woman. 
And her tears fell thick and fast, aiid 
her bosom heaved. 

“One question more;” said Fozzle. 
“Is Bryan Blonday a relative in any 
maimer of Abram Yan Kempen’s ?” 

“He is.” 

“What ?” 

The lady hesitated. 
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may as well cliselosc alll’^ 

orged her brother. 

“Aye! all f replied Fozzle 

“ He is the son of Abram Van 

Kempen.’^ 

“And you—” 

“ I am his mother!’^ 

“ It is clear enough f said Fozzle ; 

“from the moment I saw you, I knew 

you were his mother.’^ 

“And how 

“The resemblance is distinct.” 

“What is the end of all tliis enig¬ 

ma ?” asked Bellamy. 

“Van Kempen is dead!” replied 

Fozzle, “ and Bryan Blondayis his le¬ 

gitimate heir.” 

“Van Kempen dead I” repeated the 

woman, 

“ITes, I was present at his estate, a 

few days before his demise, and I drew 

up his will.” 

“ But he knew not that Bryan Blon- 

dav was his child 1” cried the woman 

eagerly. 

“ No.” 

“ Did he bequeath his property 

‘‘ Yes, to his nephew. But it was 

under the impression that his wife was 

dead, and himself childless.” 

The tears of the wife were renewed. 

Fozzle continued: 

“In order that justice be done to 

Bry an, his birth and parentage should 

be authenticated. He is every way 

worthy of the fortune that another is 

injustly enjoying.” 

“ Aye !” replied Bellamy, “ the child 

has been too long neglected ; but it 

was in consequence of the certainty 

that he had fallen into good hands, 

where his moral training would be such 

as would prepare him for the stiiiggle 

of life. Justice should be done him 

now.” 

“ Most certainly,” said Fozzle. “ It 

will be an easy matter. True, the times 

are somewhat in confusion, and we 

know not what party will eventually 

succeed. But the people will regard 

the right, where and when it is plainly 

set forth.” 

“ But how can we accomplish this ?” 

“ By visiting our colony, and pro¬ 

claiming and publishing the truth. 

This is the only way.” 

“ And how did you come in posses¬ 

sion of a clue to this matter? Both 

myself and my sister supposed the 

secret to be only with ourselves.” 

“ From pai-ticular reasons, I was led 

to examine some old manuscripts at 

Van Kempen’s Castle, and there I ob¬ 

tained the few facts that have guided 

me in my search.” 

“ Is Bryan aware of it ?” 

“ No. He has conferred upon me a 

signal favor, and I have undertaken 

this search, without his knowledge, as 

part of a reward I owe him. I did not 

wish to excite in his young bosom 

hopes that might never be realised. I 

did not wdsh to render him dissatisfied 

with his present situation, for I knew 

not but his mother was dead, and all 

traces of his lineage lost. I, therefore, 

resolved not to communicate with him 

until doubt and conjecture had been 

reduced to certainty.” 

“You have acted wisely, and for the 

benefit of the youth.” 

“ Of course there will be no difficulty 

in proving the marriage, or tlie birth 

and identity of the boy.” 
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** None at all.” 

‘‘ Then can I count upon your speedy 

attention to the business. Delays, 3^011 

know, as the old saw says, are danger¬ 

ous.” 

“ Certainly. It shall be promptly at¬ 

tended to. If YOU will leave us vour 

address, my sister and myself will visit 

you, and together we will proceed to 

Van Kern pen’s Caslle.” 

“In the meantime,” said Fozzle, “I 

will be diligent in preparing the way 

for our success. With the present oc¬ 

cupant of the estate I am on friendly 

terms, and I will again obtain an ex¬ 

amination of the old manuscripts left by 

Abram. Something may present itself 

to facilitate our business, and add to 

our certainties.” 

Fozzle, as requested, left his address 

with the Bellamys. lie enjoyed a 

long conversation with them, in regard 

to Dryan, to marriage, and the separa¬ 

tion of Abram and his wife, and then 

he returned to the inn, a gratified and 

a happ3" man. 

“ It is wonderful!” he exclaimed, as 

he walked along, “ Most wonderful in¬ 

deed. From my first knowledge of 

Bryan Blonday, the singular manner in 

which he was found, the peculiar ring, 

and the selection of the name, I thought 

he was the offspring of Abram Van 

Kempen. It is clear as noon-day now, 

and he is also legitimate. lie will in¬ 

herit that property too, in spite of its 

present narrow-minded possessor.” 

Early in the morning following tlie 

mterwiew, Fozzle once nutre mounted 

horse, and set out upon his retui n. 

“I must visit Hans Van Kempen s 

^^tle again,” he said, “ that is clear 

enough. It will gladden the heart A 

the generous Peter Schnapps to hear 

of the singular fortune of his favorite, 

and it will somewhat affect the cause o! 

the king, in that'region, if Bryan be¬ 

comes possessor of the settlement.” 

And Fozzle smiled, for though a cool 

and cautious individual, he was a Whig 

in sentiment. 

And when he arrived at Albany, he 

commenced immediate preparations for 

a dei^ai'ture up the Mohawk. 

In a few days he drew up his horse 

in front of the inn of Peter Schnapps, 

and he was forcibly struck with the 

change that had taken place in the ap¬ 

pearance of the settlement. 

CHAPTER XIL 

THE ILLUMINATION. 

Fierce and bright against tlie dark, 

inky sk}q gleamed the signal fires! 

F'ar and near streamed the steady, glar¬ 

ing light that they emitted, causing the 

wonder and astonishment of the settlers 

who thronged the streets, gazing at the 

sinofular snectacle. 

Higher and higher did the forked 

Haines ascend, and the bright sparks 

filled the inn with a shower of tinv 

stars. 

The old carriage of Hans rolled up 

to the door of the chapel, in which a 

dim light was burning, but the crowd 

in front and around the edifice prevent¬ 

ed Viola from alighting. 

“ What in the name of fortune is the 
meaning of these lights ?” asked one. 

“ Wlo’, tl le Patroon is to be married 

to-night,” replied another. 

“ Ha ! ha! ha 1” laughed the crowd o 
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^ The Patroou to be married!” asked 

one. 

“ Yes.” 

“To whom ?” 

“ Viola Fordham 1” 

“ Ha ! ha !” laughed the questioner, 

Bneeringly. “ Tell that again! You 

had better ask Bryan Blonday !” 

“ Hist, here is the carriage !” 
Viola was sitting in the vehicle, in a 

state of stupor, when she heard these 

words. 

They stung her to the soul! 

“ Aye !” she thought, “ ask Bryan 

Blonday, indeed!” 

Hans also heard the obnoxious re¬ 

mark. He leaped from the carriage, 

and in a sharp tone, cried .• 

“ Away! What do you here ? Away, 

I say, and leave the chapel!” 

Reluctantly the crowd obeyed him. 

He returned to the vehicle, and as¬ 

sisted Viola to alight. 

Again did the bright glare of the 

signal fires dazzle her eyes 1 

Poor girl! How it would have 

thrilled her heart, if she could have 

known the meaning of these mysterioiis 

beacons ! 

She passed into the chapel, leaning 

upon the arm of the man whom she 

loathed, and whom she was to marry! 

The obedient Priest was seated with¬ 

in the railing of the altar. 

Hans hastened up the broad isle, and 

as soon as he reached the altar, he said : 

“ Proceed with the ceremony—we 

are in haste!” 

The Priest arose, and commence<l the 

•ervice. 

The solemn, measured tones of his 

voice sounded in Viola’s ears like a 
funeral knell. 

When the first signal fire flamed up 

against the sky, Carl Knipper and the 

Blue Brother were sitting at the foot 

of the tall, dried pine, that the former 

worthy liad prepared for an answering 

signal. 

Carl had been relating to the soldier 

the intended marriage of the Patroon, 

and he added : 

“ It will kill Bryan Blonday as surely 

as the halter of the kino:!” 

“ Oh ! if they would only come to¬ 

night,” exclaimed the Blue Brother. 

“ It would be worth a sceptre to spoil 

this unhallowed match ! I feel deeply 

for my young friend !” 

“ Perhaps they may come,” said Carl. 

“ But why does this girl consent to 

the wedding, if she really loves Bryan f” 

“ To save his life!” 

“ How ?” 

“ Hans swore he would execute him 

forthwith, if she did not at once consent 

to the union !” 

“A curse upon him-” 

The trooper Avjis interrupted by Carl, 

who exclaimed : 

“ They have come 

“ True !” yelled the trooper, leaping 

to his feet, and drawnng from his pocket 

the materials for a litrht. 

“ We aj-e not too late!” cried Carl. 

<7-Ju# a short time fire was procured, 

aii^^laced at the base of the pine. As 

soon as the flames commenced .ascend¬ 
ing, Carl said : 

“Now for the boat.” 

And they ran to the river bank. 

Carl leaped into his light skiff, and 
cried : 

“Now, my good fellow, the time for 

energy has arrived. I will hasten to 

your friends, and urge them forward 
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wHhotlt delay. You proceed to the 

chapel at once, and if the accursed 

ceremony has commenced, interrupt it. 

You can easily do this, foi Carl Knipper 

has not lived with the Patroon for so 

many years, without knowing his char¬ 

acter. If you maintain )our ground 

firmly, he will not dare to molest you. 

In a little time you shall have friends 

at your back.” 

“ Excellent!” cried the trooper.— 

^ (Speed Carl!” 

“Pretend to be a relative of thegirPs, 

and forbid the match !” replied Carl, 

and he dashed his oars into the water, 

and shot out into tlie river. 

“ Who would suspect so much cun¬ 

ning from such a stolid exterior!” ex¬ 

claimed the Blue Brother, as he turned 

and walked swiftly towards the settle¬ 

ment. 

Occassionall} he turned to gaze upon 

the fires. 

“ Ah! they blaze gloriously,” he ex¬ 

claimed, his eye kindling with anima¬ 

tion. “It is a glorious spectacle.” 

Throusfh the thronojed streets he has- 

tened. Many accosted him, asking the 

meaning of the lights, but he heeded 

them not, and passed on towards the 

chapel. 

Discovering the light, he boldly en- 

teied the door. 

Hans and Viola were before the altar, 

and the Priest was reading the coremo- 

ny. 
The Blue Brother stalked at once to 

the altar. 
Hans heard his heavy and determin¬ 

ed step, and he turned to gaze upon 

the intruder. 

“ Hold !” cried the trooper in tones of 

deep and startling accents. “ I forbid 

the union !” 

The Priest ceased his readinof and 

looked up in dismay. 

“ Who are you, that interrupts the 

sanctity of this place thus irreverently ?” 

asked Hans, pale as the snow, and 

deeply enraged. 

“ You will know presently,” replied 

the trooper. “ At present content your¬ 

self with the knowledge that this ac¬ 

cursed purpose will not be accomplished. 

I forbid the union!” 

“ Proceed I” cried Hans sternly, turn¬ 

ing towards the Priest, and grasping 

Viola’s arm tightl}^ 

“ At your peril !” said the trooper? 

C3'cing the pale face of the preacher 

“ At your peril !” 

The Priest was silent. 

“ Do you not hear me !” Hans al¬ 

most roared. “ I repeat to you, pro¬ 

ceed with the cei’emon}^ What right 

has this wretch to interfere with mv 

affairs ? Complete the ceremony.” 

“ Not another word !” said the troo¬ 

per, drawing from his bosom a long 

knife, the bright blade of which flashed 

in the dim lamp-light. “This woman 

is already the wife of another in the 

eyes of Heaven and of earth. She is 

forced into this mockery of a proceed¬ 

ing by the artifices and falsehood of 

Hans Van Kempen. I will not permit 

the sacrifice.” 

“ And who are you!” thundered 

Hans, fearfully enraged, and trembling 

lest he should yet be foiled in his plans. 

“ Answer me, who are you ?” 

The clear strains of a bugle, soft and 

mellowed by the distance, stole through 

the half-lighted chapel, and died away 
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in i^entle cadence in the surrounding 

wood. 

The eye of the H ue Brother instant¬ 

ly brightened, and a smile of confident 

assurance lit up his features. 

“ I am your prisoner’s friend, your 

master ; I am one that stands between 

you and your victim !” 

Hans felt that the rage that boiled 

within was impotent. The tall, athletic 

form of the trooper, the glance of his 

eye, and the gleaming weapon in his 

hand, were conclusive testimony that 

he was not to be trified with. A heavy 

pressure upon his arm, and the gradual 

sinkinof of her form, told liim tliat Viola 

had fainted. 

The mind of Hans was prompt and 

subtle in emergencies, lie raised the 

form of the girl in his arms, placed it 

within the altar, and then ruslied to 

the door of the church, where a party 

of his servants w’ere standing. 

He cried: 
“Arouse my friends, and bid them 

hasten to the chapel. Run at once for 

a file of soldiers. Here is treason in 

our midst.” 
The mandate of the imperious Pa- 

troon was obeyed. A file of soldiers 

were called, and in a little time the 

chapel was again surrounded by the 

gaping settlers. 

As soon as Hans departed for the 

door the trooper unceremoniously en¬ 

tered the altar, and bore from thence 

the body of Viola. He removed it to 

a distant corner of the room, laid it 

gently upon a seat, and said! 

“Poor girl 1 she has fainted. I will 

not attempt to restore her, for it is bet- 

ier that she remain insensible during 

the scene that is to follow !” 

Through the singular colloquy w€ 

have attempted to depict, the emotions 

of Viola had l)cen deeply varied. At 

first she paid no heed to the interrup¬ 

tion, for she was nearly insensible, 

Indeed, she did not comprehend a word 

uttei’ed by the Priest. • 

]5y and by, as the altercation was 

higher, her drooping energies seemed U 

arouse and she listened. 

The first words that she understood 

was the annunciation of the trooper. 

“ I forbid this union I” 

“Great God !” she thought, “ in this 

dark and bitter hour thou hast not de¬ 

serted me, or given me over to death.” 

Thoughts of earth, of life, of liope, o. 

happiness crowded thick and fast upon 

her mind. 

Was it possible that she should be 

saved, that the sacrifice of l)Oth herself 

and Bryan would be prevented ? 

With a painful and absorbing inter¬ 

est she listened to the farther parley. 

Gradually her interest in the event 

increased. She ventured to look upon 

her strange and daring champion, and 

his whole demeanor showed her that he* 

was not one to deal in frivolities. His 

very face spoke of firmness and deter¬ 

mination. 

She felt the grasp of Hans upon her 

arm, felt that he trembled. Once she 

cast a furtive glance upon his features, 

they were pale and troubled. The sud¬ 

den preponderance of hope was too 

much for her to bear. 

The object-s in the chapel danced be¬ 

fore her eyes, the voices sounded husky 

and confused, and at last she felt her 

limbs yielding beneath her. 

Soon she was insensible. 

A file of soldiers of the prison guard* 
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were promptly brought to obey tlie call 

of Hans V-dn Kcmi>cn. 

They rushed into the church, and 

finding it nearly deserted, enquired the 

reason of the summons. 

Hans pointed to the er^t and swelling 

form of the Blue Brother, and rapidly 

explained the nature of his interruption. 

“ Let the ceremony go on !” cried 

the leader of the soldiers. “ We will 

protect you and the bride.” 

Hans again approached the altar. 

To his surprise he discovered that 

Viola was not there. 

“ Where is the maiden ?” he asked. 

With a tremblinof fincfer the Priest o o 

pointed to the form of the Blue Brother. 

Hans understood the motion, and con¬ 

scious of his superior force, he ap¬ 

proached the soldier, and in a menacing 

tone said : 

“Release the girl, and away !” 

“Back!” cried the Blue Brother, in 

a sharp, fierce voice. “ I have released 

h'er form fiom the jaws of the wolf, and 

with my life I will protect her. Stand 

back 1” * 

Hans saw the flash of the dangerous 

’Weapon in the trooper’s hand. He 

Turned toward the soldiers. 

Just then the bugle sounded in his 

’^ars once more. This time the strain 

was more full, more prolonged, and qI 

startling nearness. 

Again the Blue Brother smiled con. 

fidently. 

“What is that?” asked the wonder¬ 

ing Hans. 

A faint hurrah, seemingly intercept¬ 

ed by the distance, and obstructed by 

inequalities in the ground, folloTed the 

?iOund of Uie bugle. 

Hans was surprised, and for a moment 

there was the silence of death ifi the 
little chapel. 

Presently Hans heard the murmuring 

of the crowd without the church, and 

gathering his scattered courage, he 

pointed to the Blue Brother, and cried : 

“ Away with him 1 Confine him in 

the prison with Bryan Blonda3^ One 

gallows shall serve them both!” 

The trooper laughed contemptuous- 

ly- 
“ Brav^o I thou pigmy lord of small 

power 1 Call up your menials 1 Bid 

them advance, but oh I most puissant 

and worthy hero, beware of the Blue 

Brotherhood 1” 

Again the bugle blast swept by, shrill 

and full, and close upon its dying swell 

came the heavy swell of a hundred 

voices. 

“ Hurrah foi* Bryan Blonday 1” 

“ Down with the oppressor!” 

Viola had recovered from the partial 

swoon. She heard the sounds, and rising 

from the seat upon which she had been 

reclining, she grasped the arm of the 

trooper, and asked: 

“ What means this mysterious noise ?” 

Before the soldier could reply, the 

cry again arose. 

“ Hurrah for Bryan Blonday !” 

And now fully distinct could be 

Heard the clatter of a troop of horsemen* 

Viola clung in affright to the firm, 

mfiscular arm of the trooper. 

“ Fear not, gentle one 1” he said, 

“ The voice proceeds from your friends— 

those who have come to save you.” 

And the overjoyed girl muttered a 
prayer of thankfulness for her timely 

deliverance. 
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Hans Van Kempen trembled in every 

limb, lie grasped tlie top of a pew to 

sustain himself, and the distortions of 

his coarse and sinister features were al¬ 

most frightful. He felt that he liad 

failed upon the very point of success. 

In a faint, husky voice he cried : 

“We are betrayed ! To the prison, 

men !” 

“ Huzza for llryan lllonday !” 

“ Huzzah!” answered tlie crowd 

around the chapel. 

“ Hasten,” cried Hans, who saw that 

the soldiers seemed indisposed to obey 

him. 

The bugle notes drowned his voice. 

‘ Are you cowards ! Follow me ! 

Bryan Blonday shall be executed this 

moment!” 

And he rushed out of the chapel, 

followed by the red coats. 

“Huzzah for the Blue Brotherhood !” 

“ Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !” 

“ Down with the oppressor !” 

These shouts sounded awfully distinct 

in the darkness, and filled the chapel. 

“ Huzzah for Bryan Blonday!’’ 

shouted the trooper, unable to restrain 

his enthusiasm. 

The Priest hastily put off his robes, 

seized his hat and departed for his 

home. 

“ I should join my friends,” said the 

Blue Brother, turning to the excited 

girl behind him, “ but I will not leave 

you. The faithful Carl Kiiipper will 

conduct them to the prison.” 

A rifle volley that echoed far through 

the wood followed this announcement) 

and then the shout: 

“ Huzzah for the Blue Brotherhood 

^ Down with the prison !’* 

A straggling discharge of musketry, 

shots, yells, and the trampling of horses 

followed. 

Viola knelt down beside her comrade. 

The trooper saw from the motion of her 

lips that she was in prayer. 

The heavy night breeze swept in at 

the open door of the chapel, and the 

light was extinguished. 

Still the girl started not, but con¬ 

tinued her devotion. 

After a short space of comparative 

tranquility, one or two discharges of fire¬ 

arms followed, in which loud shouts 

were mingled. Then could be heard a 

succession of blows from some heavy in¬ 

strument. 

“ They are stormiiig the prison I” 
shouted the trooper. 

“God grant them success!” exclaimed 
Viola. 

And the rapid blows continued. 

They ceased at length, and the shout 
again arose: 

“ Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !” 

“ Huzzah for the Blue Brotherhood!” 

These yells of defiance were answered 

by a fiiint and seemingl}^ distant shout: 

“Huzzah for Hans Van Kempen and 
the king!” 

The trooper laughed derisively. 

“The poor fools,” he said, “ this dis^ 

play of royalty may gratify their dolt 

of a master, but it will avail them 
naught.” 

“It may!” exclaimed Viola. “The 

Tories are numerous here, and yoiw 

friends may need every arm. I will de^ 

tain you no longer, my generous but 

unknown friend ; I will leave thechaj)6l.” 

“ But whither ? Beware of Hans.” 

I know a place of safety. There la 
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& house near at hand where I shall be 

protected ” 

“ Where ?” 

“Edward Fielding’s, the god-father of 

Bryan.” 

“ I will accompany you.” 

“It is needless, in the darkness I 

fchali escape.” 

“ I am resolved,” replied the trooper, 

“ remonstrance is useless. Let us 

hasten !” 

And with Viola he left the chapel. 

As they emerged into the open air, 

the shout greeted them : 

“ Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !” 

The trooper seized the arm of the 

maiden, 

“Now,” he said, “you must be the 

guide. I will only act as your guard, 

for 1 am a stranger.” 

In the dark street, the shouts and 

confusion of the melee sounded terribly 

distinct, and Viola clung, terrified, to the 

arm of her protector. She pointed to¬ 

ward the cottage, but neither her hand 

or the designated object was visible, and 

he said hurriedly, 

“ This way! let us hasten ! Alas ! 

what a night of horrors!” 

They walked on toward the cottage 

as rapidly as the darkness would permit 

them. It was at no great distance, and 

they soon arrived there. A bright 

light glimmered though the windows. 

The trooper knocked at the door. 

Fielding, pale and agitated, obeyed 

tiie summons. 

“A 5"oung lady needs your protec¬ 

tion,” said the Blue Brother, 

Viola approached the door. 

“Welcome in God’s name!” cried 

Fielding, with an earnestness of tone 

that expressed hi^ sincerity. 

Viola entered the cottage. 

Before she was aware of it, ttw 

trooper had disappeared in the darkness, 

and w^as hastening toward the scene of 

strife. 

The beacon fires had died away, and 

all was darkness. But few were in the 

streets, the majority of the inhabitants 

having fled to their houses on the first 

discharge of fire-arms. 

A few of the more hardy and re¬ 

solute were collected around the prison, 

upon the heavy doors of which the Blue 

Brotherhood were at work, having 

driven tlie affrighted red coats within 

the high wall that surrounded the cas¬ 

tle. 

Just as the trooper reached the prison, 

a heavy crash, and a deafening cheer, 

announced that the door had fallen. 

“ Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !” he 

shouted, dashing through the circle of 

bystanders and joining his comrades. 

“Hurrah for Bryan Blonday !” shout¬ 

ed his comrades in reply, and in a few 

moments the liberated youth was in 

their midst. 
Acrain the air was filled with victor- 

o 

ous exultation. 

Brvan was free. 
4/ 

“Down with the dungeon, it is tba 

ensign of tyrants !” cried one. 

“ Burn it!” shouted another. 

And a dozeii_firebrands were speedily 

procured, and piles of dried limbs 

heaped around the devoted edifice. A 

fii*e was soon kindled, and the Blue 

Brotherhood extended themselves in a 

circle around the smoking pile. 

The resinous wood of which the prison 

was composed, soon ignited, and the 

building was soon enveloped in the folds 

of the consuming element. A bright 
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light filled the streets, and even daneed 

in broad and trembling streaks across 

the bosom of th^ river. 

“ Now retreat to the shadow of the 

wood,” cried Captain Drake, who, with 

Bryan Blonday beside him, bad wit¬ 

nessed the commencement of the con¬ 

flagration. “ The cowardly Tories and 

red-coats will undoubtedly (ire upon us, 

with this bright liijht to direct tlieir aim.” 

This hint was wisely promulgated, 

for, as the troopers were quitting the 

spot, a volley greeted them from the 

Oastle-yard, but it was ill-directed, and 

fell harmless. 

Before the discharge could be repeat¬ 

ed, the troopers were completely shel¬ 

tered from observation. 

Meanwhile the burning of the pi-ison 

progressed. As the danger of a universal 

skirmish had abated, the inhabitants 

once more flocked to their doors, and 

into the streets to gaze upon the illu¬ 

mination. 

Peter Schnapps could hardly contain 

himself. As his bar-room was filled 

with his neighbors, many of whom were 

violent Tories, he dared not display his 

exultation then, but he mounted to his 

chamber, where, ail alone, he danced 

and capered for joy. 

“Dowm with the old fabric,” he cried. 

“ It is a disgrace to the settlement, a 

nuisance, a Whig trap. May the Lord 

ever prosper the Blue Brotherhood, the 

gallant lads.” 

And Peter laughed and kept his eyes 

upon the sinking pile. 

“ Labor in vain,” he said, rubbinof 

his hands. I wonder if Ilans Van 

Kempen will eiect another. No doubt 

that the Blue Boys will as willingly 

destroy it. Bryan Blonday is fref, too 
and the wedding (oh ! the devil 'ake 

the mockery) is postponed.” 

jks soon as the troopers were co^ gre- 

gated in the skirts of the wmod, it 

was ascertained that all w'ere pr%ent, 

Captain Drake said : 

“ Now, lads, we will mount awd re¬ 

turn. By our rules, we commit no 

murder, and molest no private propertv. 

As deeply as this foolish Patroon has 

Injured one of our number, we will turn 

him over to his own conscience, if he 

has any, merely promising to k/ep a 

harp eye upon him for the future. 

Perhaps he may take warning from 

the lesson that we have just taught 

■him.” 

The suggestion of the captain was 

speedily’followed, and the Blue Brother 

hood left the village, in the direction of 

the fort. 

As they passed the chapel, they could 

not forbear another shout: 

“ Huzza ! fo?' Bryan Blonday 

CHAPTER XIII. 

THE SECOND PRISON. 

With a lieavy heart, Bryan Blonday 

was compelled to follow his companions. 

True, he was rejoiced to obtain his 

freedom, rejoiced to be placed once 

more beyond the influence of Hans Van 

Kempen; but he did^ ardently, most 

ardently, desire an interview with Viola 

Ford ham I 

Time was pressing, however, and it 

could not be. Like the heart of every 

lover of youth and ardor, his was 

obliged to content itselt with picturing 

sometime in the future, when he should 
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meet her, to part with her no more. 
The farther the distance that he left her 
behind, the more dear and consoling did 
this prospective view appear. 

Except for the refreshment of the men 
or the horses, the Blue Brotherhood did 
not halt until the}^ again reached camp. 
Here they resolved upon a lengthened 
repose, in order to prepare themselves 
for the expected service at Fort Stanwix. 

The rage of Hans Van Kempen was 
positively furious when he left the 
chapel and rushed toward the jail, lie 
found the streets filled with strange 
armed men, and his friends, as he sup¬ 
posed the populace to be, had taken to 
their beds with most extraordinary ac¬ 
tivity. 

Where was Viola Fordhani ? 
Above all other questions, this one 

haunted him. Where was she ? Had 
she gone with Bryan Blonday ? Had 
she followed the vagabond fortunes of 
the man she loved so blindly? 

To discover the truth he called his 
trusty Carl, and, after a short conference, 
that capital rascal was dispatched to as¬ 
certain the maiden’s whereabouts, while 
Hans waited for his return. 

In the midst of his reflections a ser- 
v.int announced that Fielding desired 
an interview. 

“ Show him up,” said Hans. 
“ What is your business ?” asked 

Hans, sternly, as Fielding entered. 
“ I come from Viola Fordham.” 
Hans started ! “ Go on !” 
“ She requested me to visit you, and 

I'eturn her thanks for your former hos- 
l)itality, and she desires you to send her 
her wardrobe, in charge of her maid, 
and a sum of money sufficient for a 
year’s sustenance.” 

“ Where is she ?” he asked. 
“ At my house. 
“ Ah ! AVhat are her intentions ?” 
“ I do not know.” 
Hans was thoughtful. 
“ Tell her,” he said at length, “ that 

her request will be complied with to¬ 

day. I would immediately do so, but at 
present and for a few hours to come, I 
am engaged busily.” 

Fielding bowed and departed. 
“ Found?'" exclaimed Hans, when he 

was alone. “ Not yet am I entirely de¬ 
serted by fortune !” And he laughed. 

And he paced the room. 
“ Of course I will send her the ward¬ 

robe, or, what is tluj same thing pre¬ 
cisely, I will bring her to the wardrobe !” 
It is only reversing the terms, and she 
can not complain !” 

Hans sent for the cai)tain of his sol¬ 
diers. When the man made his ap¬ 
pearance, he said : 

“ Proceed with a file ofnnen, at once, 
to the cottage of Fielding, the laborer, 
arrest Viola Fordham, and bring her be¬ 
fore me !” 

The soldier departed upon his chival¬ 
rous errand. 

“ By the Gods,” cried Hans, “ this 
matter is not determined yet. I have 
still another chance !” 

With the utmost ])a.tiencG he awaited 
the return of the officer. In the inter¬ 
im, he reflected, as well as his perturbed 
mind would admit, upon his line of con¬ 
duct. 

Some clamor in the yard arrested his 
attention, and he moved quickly to the 
window. 

The soldiers had returned. Viola was 
with them, and in a few moments she was 
in her cousin’s presence, whereupon 
Hans ordered the departure of the sol¬ 
diers. 

“ Well, madame,” he said, turning to 
the girl, “ will you be seated ? Our bu¬ 
siness demands a conference!” 

More from necessity, than a compli¬ 
ance with this cavalier request, she 
seated herself. 

“ We w'ere interrupted last night !” 
“ Of course 3''ou expected it.” 
“ 1 did not.”^ 
“ Do you mean to say that )U)U knew' 

nothing of the Blue Bi'otherhood, until 
their arrival ?” 
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“ 1 do.’’ 
“ Tlieii you were sincere in your in¬ 

tentions toward me V” 
“ I was.” 
Ifans was surprised. 
“Tljen, you intended to wed me V” 
“ I did.” 
“ Dearest Viola lie exclaimed, pas¬ 

sionately, deceived by the manner and 
language of his cousin, and impelled by 
one of those sudden bursts of passion, 
not uncommon in men of his mental 
organization, “1 have most truly mis¬ 
judged you, and for so doing I solicit 
your pardon. Accept this kiss as my 
earnest token of repentance !” 

And he attempted to salute her. 
Viola recoiled from him in horror! 
“You mistake me, Hans Van Kem- 

pen !” she said firmly. “ Let me ex¬ 
plain. Last night I intended to do as I 
promised. 1 would have consented to 
our union, I meant no deception. Now 
the circumstances are changed-” 

“ And-,” interrupted Hans. 
“ Hear me 1” continued Viola, with a 

gesture of impatience. “ Now the cir¬ 
cumstances are changed. Then I was 
compelled by the force of circumstances, 
and your blood-thirsty cruelty, and was 
not acting from my own free choice. 
Now you cannot fulfil your stipulations, 
made with me, and which was the con¬ 
sideration that moved me to accept your 
otfer.” 

“ How mean you ?” 
“ You can not restore Bryan Blonday 

to liberty !” 
“ But he is free !” 
“ Aye, but not through your agenc}". 

You even left me in the chapel to hasten 
to his execution !” 

“ Beware,” cried Hans, his rage again 
excited most fearfully. “ This is con¬ 
temptible subterfuge !” 

“ It is right.” 
“ Do you refuse to wed me now ?” 
“ [ do.” 
So intense was the passion of the 

Putroon, that for a few moments he 

could not speak a word. He glared 
upon the woman before him like a fiend, 
and seemed U[)on the point of seizing 
her. 

Viola remained firm, but pale. 
“ You are resolved V Hans asked. 
“ Firmly !” 
“ Then I will incai'ceratc you ! You 

shall not again breathe the pure air of 
heaven, until you consent to be my 
own. 1 swear by the God above us 
you shall never wed Bryan Blonday !” 

“ Force cannot move me !” cried 
Viola. “ You have no control over my 
person and dare not restrain my lib¬ 
erty !” 

“ We will see!” cried Hans, and he 
left the affrighted girl in the library, 
securing the door behind him. 

He at once sought out the captain of 
the soldiery, and, after a long conference, 
returned with him to the library. The 
end of which conference was Viola’s 
transportation, under escort, to a wild 
village far up in the mountains, with 
only the faithful Sarah Fielding for a 
companion. A few' soldiers remained 
near to act as watch and guard over 
her. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

THE lawyer’s game. 

Let us return to Fozzle, the at tome}'. 
We have stated that the law3'er roile 

up to the door of Peter Schnapps’ inn, 
and was struck by the alterations in the 
settlement. Well he might be. 

The streets W’ere filled with the blnek- 
ened remnants of the prison, and groups 
of the inhabitants were congregate^l on 
the corners, 3'et eonvei’sing upon the 
sudden and unexpected onslaught (;fthe 
Blue Brotherhood. The order and 
quiet that had formerly prevailed in the 
little village seemed to have taken flight, 
ami a spirit of restlessness and discon¬ 
tent had usurped its place. 

Peter Schnapps discovered his old 
customer, gazing about him in surpiisc, 
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%nd he recognized him at once. lie 

proceeded to the door with a remark¬ 

able snpleness of limb, and seized the 

reins of the lawyer’s animal. 

“ You are welcome back!” he said 

“ Shall I assist you to alight, and take 

possession of your horse ?” 

Th^ Attorney returned these civil sa¬ 

lutations, and descended from the sad¬ 

dle. 

He resigned his horse to the care of 

thp landlord, and entered the inn, de¬ 

ferring the numerous questions that 

pressed upon his mind to a time present¬ 

ing more leisure. 

Peter Schnapps was always anxious 

to be the first and foremost to impart 

important news. He therefore hastened 

to stable the jaded quadruped entrusted 

to his care, and then he returned to the 

bar-room, where his guest was seated. 

To his great delight, no one was present, 

“ We have had strange doings since 

your absence,” said Peter, at once refer¬ 

ring to the subject nearest his heart. 

“ Indeed ! Pray give me the history.” 

“That I will,” said Peter, “after I 

have prepared your honor something to 

refresh your weary body. Strange 

things, indeed, have happened, and you 

will be surprised to hear them.” 

And Peter prepared the attorney a 

draught of liquor from his well-stored 

bar. 

“Now for the history,” said the at¬ 

torney, when he had emptied the capa¬ 

cious tankard. 

With great earnestness and not a 

little eloquence, Peter detailed the nar¬ 

rative of Bryan’s capture, and his sub- 

5©quett rescue by the Blue Brother¬ 

hood. 

Fozzle was surprised. 

“ III God’s name 1” he said, “ this Pa- 
troon of yours carries matters with a 

high hand. Is he insane ?” 

“ Mad as a March hare !” exclaimed 

Peter. 

“ Well, well,” replied Fozzle careless¬ 

ly, “ to-morrow, when I have rested 

from fatigue, I will visit him, and then 

I can ascertain this fact for my own 

satisfaction.” 

Peter affirmed his foi mer opinion. 

“ I am rejoiced, however, that the 

youth escaped ; yet just at this time I 

much desired to see him.” 

“ Indeed I” 

“ It was the main object of my jour¬ 

ney hither.” 

“ He is far away ere this, with the 

Blue Brothers. They scour the land 

from end to end, wherever a blow can 

be struck for liberty. It is unfortunate.” 

“ It is indeed,” said Fozzle. “ I have 

important information for his consider 

ation.” 

“ Really !” cried Peter. 

The worthy landlord desired to know 

this information, or at least the nature 

of it, but Fozzle did not explain, and 

he dare not enquire. For once, he was 

at fault. 

The attornej^ after a somewhat 

lengthy discussion, ordered a supper, 

and Peter hastened to order its prepay 

ation. 

When Fozzle was alone, he said: 

“ It is unfortunate, sure enough, but 

perhaps his presence will not be need 

ful. An examination will soon inform 

me.” 

Early the next morning, Fozzle pre¬ 

sented himself at the castle. He wai> 
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politely received ))y Hans, and was at 

once conducted to the library. 

“Business of an unpleasant nature 

has called me here,” said Fozzle. 

“ Affecting me ?” asked Hans. 

“ Somewhat.” 

“ Then it would be proper for me to 

know the nature of it ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ I am all attention.” 

“ To say the truth,” Fozzle replied, 

“ I fear, after all my precautions, that 

there is a sad mistake with regard to 

tlie will of your deceased uncle. I am 

so firmly impressed with this belief, 

that) have come here to satisfy myself.” 

“ Indeed,” said Hans ; “ and in what 

manner can you ascertain if all this is 

right ?” 

“ Only by a careful and rigid exami¬ 

nation of the papers and manuscripts 

left behind.” 

“ They are all preserved fortunately,” 

said Hans, “ and if you choose, we will 

devote this day to their examination. 
«/ 

I cannot imagine anything out of place 

in the affair, however. My uncle has 

always designed me from my infancy 

for his sole heir.” 

“ Quite probable,” replied Fozzle, 

“ yet you know that under some cir¬ 

cumstances, he could not do so.” 

“Only in case of children of his 

own ? I believe.” 

“That is one instance.” 

“ But such is not the case. My 

uncle died childless, although he was 

formerly married !” 

“There, are other instances,” replied 

Fozzle evasively, “ and the only way in 

which the matter can be determined, is 

bj the examination. It is iny desire 

that ample justice should be done, in a 

matter so important. Justice injures 

no one !” 

“ True,” replied Hans, “ and we wil 

examine the documents.” 

Fozzle assented. 

“ The papers, parchments, and docu¬ 

ments of the deceased Abram were pro¬ 

duced, and an examination that con¬ 

tinued several days, w^as commenced. 

Fozzle examined document after docu¬ 

ment, with the utmost professional 

keenness, and every day his confidence 

increased, foj' he saw that Hans could 

not produce a particle of evidence to 

throw a doubt upon the marriage of 

Abram, or the legitimacy of Bryan. 

' “ Jt cannot fail,” he would mentally 

exclaim. “ The success of my young 

friend is certain !” 

At lensfth the examination was con- 

eluded. 

With great anxiety Hans asked : 

“ Well, is it all right ?” 

“ All right'^ replied Fozzle; but 

Hans did not observe the singular 

earnestness with which he spoke, “ It 

is all as it should be.” 

“ Then voii are satisfied ?” 

“ Perfectly ! In fact not only satisfi¬ 

ed, but highly gratified. I do not 

grudge my journey !” 

Hans breathed freer. He was not 

without his fears when Fozzle announced 

his errand, for he knew the attornev to 

be a keen and critical man. Now he 

was easv. 

After the examination of the docu¬ 

ments, Fozzle returned to the inn.— 

There he fell into a long fit of musing. 

“ It must be so. Courts are pre¬ 

carious, uncertain, vexatious* I will 
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place the matter before the House of 

Delegates. They will speedily decide 

it, and their acts will he substantiated 

by posterity, for God will not permit 

this hallowed eftbrt for freedom to fail. 

It is not necessary for me to confer 

with Bryan Blonday, for he is yet a 

minor. In a few days, his mother 

and his uncle will arrive in Albany!” 

So the attorney resolved to return 

the following day, and he informed the 

worthy Peter Schnapps of the fact. 

“And without seeing Bryan?” ex 

claimed the innkeeper. 

“That is impossible.” 

“Just at present, I will admit it is, 

but perhaps he will venture here once 

more.” 

“ But my time is somewhat valuable, 

and I cannot wait upon uncertainties,” 

eturned Fozzle. 

“You will visit us again, then.” 

“ Undoubtedly, and then I hope to 

be the bearer of good news to my fellow 

Whigs hereabouts.” 

“ Then the Lord hasten your return 1” 

said Peter. 

And Fozzle returned to Albany on 

the following day, much to the annoy¬ 

ance of Peter, who had not been able 

to ascertain the nature of his business 

with Bryan Blonday ! 

Fozzle arrived at Albany, and to his 

great joy lie found Bellamy and his 

sister at his house. 

He informed them of the object of his 

errand to Van Kempen’s Castle, and 

told of his success. 

The House of Delegates, as the 

Whig legislature of the colony was 

termed, were then in session. To the 

most of the members, Fozzle was known 

m » sound and efficient attorney, and 
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as one devoted to the cause of indepen¬ 

dence. Any matter originating with 

him, thcrefoi’c, was like to meet with a 

considerate and respectful attention. 

hozzle did not delay his proceedings 

for a moment. He carefully prepared 

a history of the matter, backed it up by 

incontestible proofs, and urged the im 

mediate action of the council upon it. 

Bellamy and his sister remained at 

his house, in order to ascertain the de¬ 

cision of the important matter. 

CHAPTER XV. 

THE RESCUE. 

The spring and the summer of 1777 

passed away, and October, with its par¬ 

ti-colored foliage, its withered flowers, 

and rich luscious fruits, appeared. 

One bright, warm da}^, not less beau 

titul with its soft, balmy air, and gentle 

calmness, than its sister of the summer, 

Peter Schnapps, our worthy landlord, 

and Carl Knipper, with his short black 

pij^e in full blast, were seated in a little 

garden, immediately in the rear of the 

inn. They were engaged in an earnest 

conversation. 

“ And do you say that you have seen 

her ?” asked Peter, gazing at his com¬ 

panion in surprise. 

“ T do, certainlv !” 

“ But Avhere ?” 

“ In one of the awfulest, nay the-— 

est heathen wigwams that you ever saw, 

many miles from here !” 

“ But how did you discover her ?” 

“ I wormed the secret of her abiding 

place from one of the soldiers that as¬ 

sisted to conduct her there. Hans Van 

Kempen, the black-hearted villain, nevei 

disclosed it!” 
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“ It is wonderrul strange !” said I’ctcr. 
“ How did you get there without be¬ 

ing missed by llansV” 
“ You see,” said Carl, shaking the 

ashes from his pipe, “as soon as I 
heard wliere the poor girl wuis, I was 
determined to see her. I had set my 
heart upon it, for she was always so 
kind and gentle, that I look to her like 
a duck to the water. So I pretended to 
Hans that I desired to go upon a fishing 
excursion for several days, and he grant¬ 
ed me the privilege. Well, I set out at 
once!” 

“ The devil !” ejaculated Peter. 
“ Yes, it was the devil! Such a road ! 

And when I got there, such a hovel 
“ Possible!” 
“ Possible 1 I tell you, Peter Schnapps, 

it’s the-est place in the woods, and 
that poor girl is dying 1” 

“ How did she receive you V” 
“ I wish you could have seen her 1” 

crie*’ Carl. “ You see, I dared not ap- 
pea.' there in public on account of the 
- - red coats. So I skulked about in 
the woods until I saw her one day leave 
the cottage with Sarah. Then I follow¬ 
ed them into the wood, and when I 
came to a convenient place I disclosed 
myself.” 

“ And she rejoiced ?” 
“ Rejoiced, you would have thought 

me her father. She fell into my arms, 
and she cried like a baby. Indeed, 
Peter, I could not help it, and I cried 
with her.” 

“I would have cried^too,” said Peter, 
“ had I been there.” 

“In course you would. You couldn’t 
help it no more than I could. I declare 
I hardly knew her, she is so pale and 
wasted.” 

Peter brushed the corner of his eye 
with his jacket sleeve. There was an 
unusual moisture there. 

“ What did you tell her ?” 
“ Tell her! I talked with her as 

long as I could, and then I met her 
again the next day. I said all 1 could 

to console her, and make her feel like 
hci’self again!” 

“ And did you succeed V” 
“At last I did ; but it was only when 

I i)romised her, most solemnly, that, 
dead or alive. I’d take her out of that 
place.” 

“ And you promised her ?” cried 
Peter. 

“ I did.” 
“ And I’ll assist you. D-n Hans 

Van Kempen. I’ve choked down in}' 
princii)les long enough, and now I’ll be 
a man, let what will come of it. I tell 
you, Carl Knipper, I am with you.” 

“ I knew you would,” exclaimed Carl, 
triumphantly. “ I told her you would ; 
and she expects it.” 

“And she shall not be disapp<jintcd.” 
“ Never.” 
“ IIow can we do it V” 
“ I’ve thought the matter over,” said 

Carl, “and I’ve planned it all out. We 
can do it.” 

“ Explain.” 
And the two worthies proceeded to 

arrange for the grand coup. A boat 
with a good store of provisions was 
provided. Up the river they went in 
this, to the spot where the road to the 
village of imprisonment left the stream 
bank. There they secreted their craft 
for furiher use, and started on foot over 
the dreary and painfully rough path up 
over the hills. 

“ Didn’t I tell you,” said Carl, turning 
to Peter, wdio was grumbling at the 
perversity of the rugged and tortuous 
wav, “ didn’t I tell you it was the 
devil ?” 

“ Aye, my worthy friend, and you 
did not lie.” 

“ Never mind, Peter,” Carl continued, 
“ all the good things of this life are only 
attainable by toil.” 

“ Oh, you are a philosopher,” putted 
the landlord, wiping the pei'spiration 
from his brow. 

“ Something of a one. Rut keep 
your cournge, man ; to-morrow we will 
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hftvo the gal.” 

And the comrades steadily pursued 

their journey. 

It was near the dawning of another 

ilay ere they came within sight of the 

clearing. Then Carl, who was in ad¬ 

vance, halted, and pointhig to the dingy 

rabins, exclaimed ; 

“ Look there, Peter.” 

And the landlord looked. 

“ I see nothing,” he said. 

“ Not there, but yonder.” 

“ Oh !—aye.” 

“ Well, that’s the gal’s quarters.” 

“ It can’t be.” 

“ It’s the truth.” 

“But Carl-” 

“ No huts about the matter. If she 

is not dead, she’s there—there in one of 

them wigwams.” 

Peter was surprised. 

“ We cannot give her the signals to¬ 

night.” 

“ No.” 

“Then we will secrete ourselves.” 

“ Yes, and sleep until the sun rises. 

But first of all let me approach the hut 

occupied by Viola, and leave a mark 

that she will recognise. You remain 

here.” 

And Carl cautiously approached a 

clump of bushes near one of the small 

windows of Viola’s cabin, and from a 

twig he suspended a very small white 

cloth with which he was provided. 

“ That’ll tell her the story—that’s an 

eloquent document,” he muttered as he 

returned to Peter. 

“ Come,” he said to the landlord) 

•‘now follow mo, but be careful of the 

ilfied brush; we must now be cautious.” 

And Carl led h IS companion to a 

small narrow ravine, some half a mil« 

beyond the clearing. 

“ You see,” he said, “ I know this 

place in pai ticular. I’ve slept here, and 

the lodgings were not uncomfortable, 

and we’ll try em again. It don’t mat¬ 

ter a great deal where a weary man 

sleeps.” 

The jaded landlord assented to this 

assertion at once. The companions ac¬ 

cordingly seated themselves and slept 

soundly until morning. Then they awoke 

and partook of some of the provisions 

with which their pockets were amply 

stored. 

Whilst they were partaking of their 

food in the ravine, Viola and her maid 

were quitting their couches in the cabin. 

The maiden was indeed wan and 

thin, as Carl had said. There was nc 

bloom upon her cheek, no fire in hei 

eye, no red upon her lips. She was 

languid, drooping, spiritless ! 

“Sarah,” she said, “ look at the bush 

again, though it will add but another 

disappointment to those I have already 

endured. Poor Carl! he has a feeling 

and a true heart, yet in this instance I 

fear he has promised more than he can 

perform.” 

“ You are despondent,” replied Sarah. 

“ I would risk my life upon Carl, and I 

am sure he will not fail us. Somethinfi^ 

has occurred to detain him, but he will 

be here.” 

“Perhaps he may,” said Viola, “ but 

it was plain enough from her tones that 

hope did not animate her. 

As soon as Sarah had completed h-er 

very simple toilet, she ran to the clump 

of bushes. 

Almost weeping from an excess Os 
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joy, she hastenocl l)ack to the cabin, 

beariniy Carl’s signal with her. 

She threw herself into a chair, ex¬ 

claiming : 

“Theyhave come! Here is the sig¬ 

nal.” 

And she held up the white rag. 

A violent trembling seized Viola- 

The blood rushed back upon her heart, 

and she sank down upon the side of her 

bed, murmuring . 

“ God be thanked ! I am not yet 

deserted !” 

“ Did I not tell you Carl was true 

cried Sarah triumphantly. “ I knew 

he would not desert us I” 

“I did not doubt his disposition,” re¬ 

plied Viola, “ only his ability. He is 

here, and I am rejoiced.” 

“ And I, too,” said Sarah. “ If we 

can only escape from this wretched and 

lonely place; I would bid defiance to 

Hans Van Kempen and his guard of 

British soldiers.” 

“ But whither can we fly ?” asked 

Viola, “ the question has occurred to me 

for the first time.” 

“ No doubt but Carl has provided a 

place. It must have been an important 

consideration in his plans.” 

Viola thought of Bryan Blonday, but 

tben her maiden modestv recoiled at 
«/ 

the , bare thought of applying to him 

for protection. 

“ Let Carl decide it,” she said, “ I 

will cheerfully trust to his arrangements, 

as I have often done before.” 

With the utmost alacrity, Sarah set 

about preparing the morning meal. 

Viola assisted as far as in her power, but 

after the food was provided she partook 

but sparingly. 

She could not think of physics, 

wants. Her heart was too full. Theie 

was an opportunity for escape at hand. 

d'ho meal was therefore a very brief 

one. As soon as it was over, Sarah 

proposed a departure for the ravine, fo<r 

there they had agreed to meet Carl, but 

Viola, though equally impatient as her 

servant, had more discretion. 

“Not yet,” she said, “ we must care¬ 

fully avoid all conduet that would excite 

sus})icion of our guard, if we mean to 

succeed. We wdll remain in the cabin 

until our usual time of w^alking out.” 

A moment’s reflection convinced Sa. 

rah that this was the proper course, and 

she readily assented. 

But the time hung heavily upon the 

hands of both. Anxiously did they 

watch the sun in its progress, and it 

was with feelings of joy that they saw 

it approach their usual hour for exercise 

“Now,” said Viola, putttng on hei 

bonnet and shawl with trembling ea 

gerness, “ we will visit Carl.” 

And they left the cabin and w^alked 

leisurely toward the ravine, occasionally 

while in sight of the clearing stopping 

to pluck a hardy fall flower, or to ex¬ 

amine with great apparent minuteness 

some fragrant shrub. 

In this manner they passed on, almost 

unobserved, and reached the wdshed-for 

spot without exciting a suspicion. 

“ God bless your little souls,” exclaim¬ 

ed Carl, starting up eagerly, and forget¬ 

ting his discretion in the intensity of 

his excitement. “Then you have dis¬ 

covered the signal. You have tarried 

so long, that I was fearful you had not 

observed it, or that it had been mispW 

ed.” 
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Viola explaiiiod tlie cause of their 

dday. 

“Well thought of,” cried Carl. “1 

could not have managed the matter 

better ha l I been with you.” 

“ You are complimentary,” said Vio¬ 

la. 

“ Not at all,” said Carl • “ but answer 

me rpiickly. Has your courage failed, 

or are you yet determined to try an es¬ 

cape ?” 

“The escape, by all means.” 

“ Didn’t 1 tell you so ?” said Carl, 

turning toward Peter, who was consid¬ 

erably abashed in the presence of the 

women. 

“ You did,” replied ] Yter, “ but I 

needed not that assurance. I know not 

who would wish to tarry in the wilder¬ 

ness.” 

“All things are prepared—amply and 

snugly prepared,” said Carl, once more 

directing his conversation to Viola. 

“ There is only one difliculty in the way, 

and that cannot be avoided.” 

“ And what is tliat ?” 

“Can you and Sarah endure the fa¬ 

tigue of walking to the river? There 

a boat awaits 3^011.” 

“ Fear not for us, Carl,” replied Viola, 

“we can endure everything to escape 

from our horrid imprisonment.” 

“ Then you ai e safe. M3^self and 

Peter will lend you all the assistance in 

our power.” 

“ And to-night-” 

“ Yes, certainly,” interrupted Carl. 

‘‘ To-night we make the effort. Let it 

be at as early an hour as possible, for 

time is valuable.” 

“ Ten o’clock 

Or ear Jer.” 

“ Tt would not be safe to venture ear 

lier,” replied Viola. “ Jt will, be at a 

time when our little community is still. 

“ Let it be at that liour then. Peter 

has a watch, but how we can tell that 

hour after the darkness has set in, is 

more than I can determine. We must 

venture, how'ever. You rneet us in the 

v/ood beyond tlie clearing and toward 

tiie river. Let your preparations be few. 

You will need no provisions, for that is 

already provided for. Ptemember the 

lighter your load is, the greater will be 

your speed.” 

“ We will act discreetly,” said Viola, 

“ and now that we understand each 

other, we will separate. I do not wish 

to excite a suspicion in the minds of the 

guard.” 

“ Right,” said Peter. “The old fable 

teach os us that caution is the parent of 

safety. Carl and myself will remain 

closely concealed.” 

And after the interchange of friendl}'’ 

greetings, Viola and Sarah returned to 

the clearing, and Carl and Peter once 

more secreted themselves. 

To both parties, the watchers in the 

wood and tlie women in the cabin, the 

day was long and tedious, although it 

was bright and balmy. It wore awa3', 

Iiowever, and as the appointed hour ap¬ 

proached Carl and the landlord moved 

up to the forest, on the river side of the 

cabins. 

Here they awuiited the arrival of the 

women. 

As might be expected, tlie meeting 

was not unnecessarily delayed. As 

soon as the soldiers and the inhabitants 

of the village had retired, Viola and her 

servant left their dingy prison, and with 
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the caution and furtiveness of fear and 

ho})e, crosses! the clearing and joined 

their friends. 

“ Now comes ihe trial !” said Peter, 

seizing the arm of Sarali. “ If you can 

only endure a wall?; to tlie river, over 

this rough road and through these dark 

woods, your escape is certain 1” 

“Fear not!” replied the courageous 

girl, “ vve are, at all liazards, determined 

upon the attempt.” 

And they started upon the tedious 

journey, Carl and Viola leading the un¬ 

even way. 

Neither Peter or his friend had ex¬ 

aggerated the difficulties of the path, or 

the fatigue the fragile women must un¬ 

dergo. They bore up nobly, however, 

but they were weak, weary, and faint, 

when their longing eyes first caught a 

glimpse of the bright waters of the river. 

The sun was high up, and Peter and 

Carl wei'e in a fever of excitement. The 

boat was immediately unmoored, and 

dragged from her concealment, and the 

women seated within it. 

“ Now,” cried Peter, as Carl stepped 

into the boat, “ bring out the Hollands. 

After this night’s labor, it is needed.” 

Carl obeyed this injunction not un¬ 

willingly. The women were compelled 

to partake of the exhilirating beverage, 

and Carl and Peter took hearty pota¬ 

tions. V^hen tke keg was deposited in 

its place, the landlord said : 

“ Now God bless you all I And may 

your further journey be as prosperous 

as your recent one has been arduous 1” 

“But,” exclaimed Viola in the great¬ 

est surprise, “ do not you accornpan} 

ue ? Do we part here ?” 

** Yes. My further assistance is not 

o;’ 

neoMlcd. T must return to Van Kem- 

pen’s Castle. Carl will condiu;ty/>u to 

a place of safety, and to one who can 

and will pi-otect you better than either 

of us 1” 

A meaning smile oversprea*] the 

1 and 1 ord’s countenan.:e. 

Carl retuined I^eter’s adieu and tlien 

dashed his oars into the water. The 

boat moved off up the stream, and Pe 

ter entered the broad path, and started 

for his home at a brisk pace. 

“ And whither are we bound, Carl ?” 

asked Viola. 

“ To our place of safety—our place of 

security, and the only one that offers at 

this time!” 

“ But where ?” 

“ To the Camp of the Blue Brother¬ 

hood !’’ 

Sarah uttered a joyous exclamation, 

but Viola was silent. She felt, however, 

a tumult of delicious emotions. 

She should see Bryan Blonday! 

Perhaps too, she thought, they would 

meet never to part again. She felt that 

she would no longer oppose Bryan’s 

desires for an immediate union, if he 

mentioned the subject to her. 

Carl was fatigued from his night’s 

exertions, but he never plied his oars 

more vigorously. 

He did not relax his exertions until 

the sun was low in the west, and then 

he effected a landing, determined to 

refresh himself with a quantity of his 

provisions, and another pull at the Hol¬ 

lands. 

The women were also fatigued, and 

in need of refreshment. 

The stores were accordingly spread 

under the branches of a hemlock, and 
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little j>Jirty onjoyed a sylvan repast. 

As soon as tlie meal was eoncludecl, 

the voyage was again continued, and 

with renewed ardor. ~ 

CHAPTER XVL 

BRYAN BLOND AY. 

Throughout the summer of 1777, 

the Blue Brotherhood were unemplo3"ed, 

if we except a fev/ unimportant excur¬ 

sions through the country, until the dis¬ 

astrous attempt of the gallant but un¬ 

fortunate Herkimer to raise tlie sio^e 
O 

of Fort Stanwix. 

In this bloody and obstinate action 

they participated, and were most shock¬ 

ingly cut to pieces. After the retreat 

of St. Ledger and his barbarous hordes, 

they returned to their encampment. 

Tn the afternoon of a day in October, 

a party of soldiers, who were amusing 

tliemselves on the banks of the river, 

discovered a skiff approaching them. 

It was impelled by a single oarsman, 

yet it proceeded swiftly through the 

water, showing the boatman to be both 

strong and skillful. 

The sports of the Brothers were dis¬ 

continued, and they watched the ap¬ 

proach of the skiff. 

At length they discovered, that in 

addition to the oarsman, the boat con¬ 

tained two women ! 

What could it mean ? 

It was a singular way of journeying 

in that troublesome time. 

As the skiff neared them, it approach¬ 

ed the shore, and it soon became clear 

that the inmates intended to land. 

When the little vessel reached tlie 

shore, a voice liailed : 

“ Is this the eiicRmpment of the Bbw 

Brotherhood ?” 

“ Aye !” responded a soldier. 

“Then we are friends.” 

And Carl Knipper leaped ashore, and 

assisted the females to quit the boat. 

He then secured his craft in safety, and 

said : 

“Thank God ! our journey is done !’' 

The soldiers gathered around the 

strange visitors. 

At length one of them recognized 

Carl, and said : 

“ It is our guide at Van Kempeffs 

Castle!” 

“ Aye!” said Carl, with a tone and 

and air of pride; “ I was your guide on 

the night you released Bryan Blonday !” 

The Blue Brothers, one and all, swore 

that he was a capital fellow ! 

“ Then conduct me to your quarters !” 

said Carl. 

This w'as cheerfully done. 

In the great room of the barracks, 

the room in which he bad been initiat¬ 

ed as one of the Brotherhood, Bryan 

Blonday was seated, with his bosom 

fiiend Captain Drake. 

They w^ere discoursing about the at¬ 

tack on the jail the night that Bryan 

was liberated. 

Their attention was finally drawn to 

the sound of voices in another room. 

“ Show me Bryan Blonday!” exclaim¬ 

ed Carl Knipper. 

Bryan recognized the voice. 

He leaped from the chair, exclaiming 

“ It is my old friend, Carl Knipper.” 

“ Who ?” asked Drake. 

“ Your guide across the ford, on the 

very night we were conversing about.” 

Whilst Br yan w is \^t speaking, tbt? 
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door was opened, au .1 Carl advanced 

into the room ! 

One arm supported the trembling 

foj’in of Viola Fordharn, and upon the 

other leaned Sarah Fielding ! 

A ghost from the grave could not 

have surprised Bryan Blonday more 

completely. 

He gazed for a mo'nent, in doubt, 

but he could not be mistaken ! It was 

Viola—his loved, his own Viola ! 
^ ' 

He rushed towards her, and slie fell 

fainting into his arms. 

Again she was pressed to the bosom 

of her lover. 

Captain Drake at once perceived the 

state of the case, and ordered the room 

to be cleared. When the last straggler 

had left, he departed himself, and closed 

the door. 

Viola soon revived. 

After months of sufferincy and an- 
o 

guish, she was again with Bryan, was 

free from the power of Hans Van 

Kempen! 

She wept freely. 

And Bryan—he of the stout heart 

and stubborn will, he felt it impossible 

to restrain his emotions, and he mingled 

his tears with hers. 

They were tears of joy. 

We shall not attempt to describe the 

interview. It continued for two long 

hours, but to the lovers they were very 

brief. 

Bryan opened the door and called for 

Captain Drake. 

The captain presented himself. 

“ [ have a favor to ask of you,” Bryan 
said. 

“ Name it,” said Drake. 

^ I desire to be united to this woman, 

who has loved me long and truly. I 
am also resolved to be wed in the littl<i 

chapel at Van Kempen’s castle. For a 

bridal party I desire the attendance o^ 

the Blue Brotherhood, one and all!” 

“Bravo!’ cried the captain. “By 

my sword and commission ! you shall be 

gratified 1 It will be a glorious re¬ 

venge 1” 

“Then, in the morning we will de¬ 

part for the settlement.” 

“ Aye ! and if the worshipful Patroon 

has erected another prison, it shall serve 

^or another bonfire of rejoicing !” 

And Drake retired, and announced 

the intentions of Bryan. 

Again the boisterous troops rent the 

air with shouts: 

“ Huzza ! for Bryan Blonday 

With the davvn of the day the troop¬ 

ers were upon the move the next morn¬ 

ing. Horses were provided for the de 

lighted Carl and his party, and the wed¬ 

ding procession moved gaily and briskly 

forward, with the bugler at their head. 

On the afternoon of the second day 

from their departure, the Blue Brother¬ 

hood crossed the ford, and galloped up 

to the door of the chapel, in Van Kem- 

pen’s settlement. 

Here the whole command came to a 

halt, and in a moment the village was 

aroused by the startling huzzah .* 

“ Huzzah for Bryan Blonday : 

“What in the name of mercv does 

this mean ?” exclaimed Peter Schnapps, 

who was sitting in his room, conversing 

with Bellamy and Fozzle. He ran to 

tlie door, and as he gazed on the unex 

[)ected spectacle, he said : 

“ In the name of the preacher 1 001114 

here, gentlemen!” 
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Fozzle and Bellamy obeyed the re¬ 

quest. 

As they caught a view of the Brother¬ 

hood, the shout again went up : 

“ Huzzah for Bryan Blonday /” 

One of the troopers dismounted, and 

walked rapidly towards the house of the 

Priest of tike settlement. 

Peter at once comprehended the 

meaning of the strange scene. 

“ A wedding !” he cried, and without 

wailing for an explanation he ran to the 

church. 

Before 1 le reached it, however, the 

Priest was within the altar, and Bryan 

and Viola were before it. 

Peter rushed into the church, and, 

regardless of the sacred nature of the 

piacc, so great was his excitement, he 

siiouted: 

“ Huzzah! for Bryan Blonday P' 

A laugh from the troopers followed, 

but the ceremony proceeded. 

Bryan and Viola were united. 

The foundling had passed through 

one scene of excitement, and another 

^waited him 

He was conducted to the inn of Petei 

Schnapps, and introduced to his mother- 

Ilere the mystery of his birth was ex¬ 

plained to him, and he was informed 

that the estates of Van Kempen’s Cas¬ 

tle were his own. The House of Dele¬ 

gates had confirmed his title, and Hans 

was already dispossessed. 

The whole party, and in fact the 

whole settlement, adjourned to the cas¬ 

tle, where the wedding was celebrated 

after the manner of the olden time ! 

A few words more and we have 

done. 

Carl Knipper lived and died a mem¬ 

ber of Bryan’s family, not in the capaci¬ 

ty of a servant, but as an equal. 

Hans died a few months after the 

change in his fortune. 

The descendants of Peter Schnapps 

are yet inn-keeping, in the neighbor¬ 

hood of the settlement. 

Fielding and his wife, and the foster 

sister of Bryan, were duly cared for by 

him, and they had often cause to ba 

thankful for their parental kindness to 

the Foundling of the Mohawk. 
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